

6 THE UNKNOWN SEA 

wKich Osc^ Rcvolou loved to compare to tHose of the £nipress 
Eugenie, his stoop and his prominent paunch, invariably moved 
the Revolou children to mirth, though not so much as his 
shining, knobbly, shapeless head, which reminded them of some 
old saucepan on a refuse dump. Landin was, in their eyes, the 
most abject of creatures. He was probably the only human being 
in dealing with whom their father— always so courteous to in- 
feriors — was guilty of quite inexcusable outbursts of violence. It 
was as though he were forever trying to see just how far he could 
go with the man, as though he were indulging some mood of 
bitter disUke. But if anyone had said: “Landin is the lynch-pin of 
the practice ... * none of the family would have dreamed of 
uttering a protest, or, if they had, the denial would have sounded 
hollow. The whole city knew that tlie bulk of the work was done 
by Landin. Time and time again tlie children had heard their 
father say with his familiar drawl: ‘Oh, ask Landin . . . Landin s 

certain to know where the file is ” They knew nothing about 

Viim beyond the fact that he was the son of one of the janitors at 
the Faculty of Letters, that he had been at school with their 
father, and tliat he lived with an old unmarried sister who was 
not considered worthy of being invited to the house. None of 
them had ever set foot across his direshold. The great lawyer said, 
as though it were the most natural thing in the world: “Landin 
has got no private life.” 

The strangest sentiments, once they have become habitual, 
lose all power to surprise us. The fact was that the Revolous were 
living cheek by jowl with a perfect miracle of love. But how can 
one have any feeling about a miracle that has lasted a lifetime? It 
may be tlaat Oscar Revolou’s harshness in his dealings with 
T an din was an outcome of that irritabihty which we all of us feel 
when we know that we are the object of an indefinable and ex- 
travagant passion— especially when we derive advantage from it. 
The contempt which he openly showed towards his senior clerk 
was fed from sources of which the rest of the family knew 
nothing, sources which must have had their origin many years 
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But the hand, like the glance, seemed to adhere to his forehead. 
It was a leaden hand, and apparently beyond the power of its 
owner to withdraw. Landin’s viscous blue eye, forever swimming 
in the moisture of an unshed tear, was eloquent of feelings too 
vague for definition — perhaps of pity? Suddenly the man spoke: 

“You must go to your mother, Monsieur Denis, and tell her, 
as gently as you can . . . but no, perhaps on second thoughts you 
had better say nothing. . . 

He turned on his heel and opened the door. The boy remained 
where he was, rooted in amazement, listening to the sound of 
Landin ruiming down the steps. He sat down on the wood~chest 
in the hall. The gas whistled noisily in its old-fashioned glass 
globe. There were Spanish mirrors on the walls, panoplies of 
savage weapons brought from the South Seas by a Revolou 
imcle, panels of painted silk, framed engravings. To Denis it 
always seemed that these things must have been tliere for cen- 
turies. 

A young footman passed him, going towards Madame 
Revolou’s room. He was out of breath, and carried a cardboard 
box under one arm. He winked as he hurried by. 

“It’s the dress!” 

Denis followed him, and at once, while Rose was opening the 
box, sidled up to his mother. 

“Landin’s trying to find a cab or a taxi. He’s going straight to 
Leognan.” 

“Much good may it do him.” 

Denis knew that the phrase bore no relation to his mother’s 
anxiety at that moment. She turned to Rose, who had just 
slipped on the dress. 

“Turn round . . . yes, it hangs all right now. . . . Show me the 
back. Good! . . . You’d better do your hair again.” 

“That was the front-door bell,” said Denis suddenly. His was 
the only ear sharp enough to catch the distant sound. 

“Who on earth can it be at this time of night!” asked Madame 
Revolou. 
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reflection in the mirror which hung over the mantelpiece. Her 
thin, rather round shoulders rose from a full frill of spangled 
tulle. She was leaning forward so diat tlie bodice gaped a little 
above the diminutive breasts. Hope had set her cheeks on fire. 
Watching her in the glass, he could see tlie change in her expres- 
sion as Leonie’s Costadot’s opening words reached their ears. 
The woman had a way of raising her voice even when there was 
no reason for her to do so, with tlie result that her interlocutors 
were compelled, in self-defence, to shout back at her. On this 
occasion, she made so much noise that Rose and Denis failed to 
catch everything she was saying. But tliey heard enough to 
realize the nature of her errand. 

“You must listen to me, Lucienne. There’s nothing to be 
gained by mincing words — the matter’s far too serious for that. 
Do you know where Oscar is?” 

It was only by making an effort that the pair could establish 
a connexion between their mother and the childlike, obsequious 
voice which came in reply. Of course she knew . . . her husband 
was at Leognan. . . . 

“Well, if he is, then I can assure you it’s through no fault of his 

own. . . . 

There was a confused, unintelligible murmur which Leonie 
Costadot interrupted: 

“You’re just pretending not to understand what I’m getting at!” 

It had been the talk of the whole place for the last three days — 
so Lucienne went on — and she had good reason, she added, to 
know that what was said was true! 

The next sentence came in a low voice. The children heard 
their mother give a low groan, and caught the words, “By what 
right! . . .” 

The other was speaking now about “four hundred thousand 
Costadot francs” which Oscar had invested for tliem. “He’d 
squeeze the last drop out of them ” — was the way he had put it, 
adding that there was no relying on real property these days, 
and that mortgages were worth just nothing at all. . . . 
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The voice with which Leonie broke in on her victim’s outburst 
was calm and determined. She had made up her mind to do what 
she had set out to do, no matter what tlie cost. Her children’s 
patrimony was at stake. She began again. To Denis and to Rose 
it was as though someone were raining heavy blows upon a 
prostrate body. Their mother had abandoned all resistance. 
Rose clasped her brother’s arm. She was no longer crying. 
“Poor mummy,” she said: “We must go to her.” But neither of 
them ventured to make a move. 

“It hurts me to have to cause you pain. ... If it wasn’t for my 
children. . . . But you’d have had to know sooner or later. . . . 
Regina Lorati let the cat out of the bag to my son Gaston . . . the 
dancer at the Grand Theatre, you know. . . . What has she got to 
do with it? Are you serious, my poor dear? You can’t tell me 
you didn’t know? . . . What’s the use o{ pretending you’re sur- 
prised . . . though I do understand how you must be feeling. . . , 
But, darling, you did, surely, realize that Oscar was keeping the 
woman ... on a princely scale, too. ... You cant not have 
known . . . why, it was common talk — her carriages, her liveried 
servants, her villa at Mouleau, her house in the Rue de Pessac 
furnished from floor to attic with antiques. . . . Do you mean to 
tell me honestly that you didntt . . . For Heaven’s sake, don’t 
faint! Now, if ever, you’ve got to keep a level head. . . . What’s 
that? . . . I’ve got no proof? . . . You will go harping on that ... as 
though I should want to wish you harm! . . . My dear, I am so 
sorry for you, really I am. But don’t you see, as I told you before, 
the Lorati creature showed Gaston your husband’s letters to her. 
. . . He wanted her to run away with him to South America, if 
you must have it. . . . It’s awful, I know, for you to hear such 
things, but it’s still more awful for me to have to tell you. It must 
be done, though . . . and now you know the trudi about Oscar, 
Of course Gaston’s her lover . . . that's no news to me! ... A fine 
state of affairs, you say? . . . What on earth does it matter? You 
don’t suppose I thought that my son was a disembodied 
angel? . . .” 
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mention the matter again. But don't forget, Gaston has actually 
seen the letters. . . . Besides, for the last few days everyone's been 
talking. Sit down, do. This is no moment for fainting: here, at 
your desk. . . 

“I must take advice. . . 

“From whom? From your husband? He’s at L^ognan, waiting 
for the Lorati woman. But she won’t turn up for the very good 
reason that she is at Monte Carlo with Gaston. . . . Why not go 
and see Oscar? — there is no risk of any awkwardness. ...” 

“Give me time at least to talk tilings over with Julien . . . he’s 
at die Fredy-Duponts’. . . .” 

“I am not going to wait until he comes back. You’ve got to 
sign. What harm will it do you? The money would melt away 
quickly enough in Oscar’s hands . . . I’m under no illusions about 
him! It would merely go to other creditors, and it is a great deal 
better that my sons should get the benefit of what’s left. . . . 
You’ll sign all right in die long run, so why waste time?” 

Leonie paused for breath. She hesitated before playing her last 
card, but finally realizing that Oscar’s life might be at stake: 
“You ought to be on your way to Leognan at this very 
moment,” she said: “My poor dear, what are you waiting for? 
Surely you know there’s nothing a man won’t do when he’s got 
his back to the wall?” 

“Wbat do you mean, Leonie? Oh, heavens! — ^here we sit 
talking, while . . .” 

Rose and Denis could hear nodiing now but the sound of sobs 
and a single phrase repeated over and over again widi urgency, 
almost with supplication and a persuasiveness that verged on 
tenderness: “Come now, sign: please, sign, my poor, dear 
Lucienne ... get it off your mind. You’ll feel so much better, and 
you’ll be free then to go straight off to Leognan. . . . It’s not too 
late even now to save him. . . . But you must sign first . . . there, 
and there: initials will do. ...” 

The sobs grew less frequent. There was the sound of a rb?^tr 
being dragged across the carpet. The bureau creaked. They could 
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She might so easily have been in Lucienne’s shoes tonight . . . 
‘ though it's true that if /V been his wife, I should have been able 
to exercise some control, could have staved off the worst of the 
blunders. With me beside him he would have steered a straighter 
course All the same, a business-man of genius I knew per- 
fectly well what I was doing when I entrusted all that money to 
him. . . . He was more than capable of “squeezing the last 
drop.” . . . The greatest mistake he ever made was when he mar- 
ried Leonie Willy-Durand. With her high and mighty airs she 
antagonized everybody, and yet, poor dear, was such a little bore 
that he started deceiving her almost at once. . . Oscar. . . . She 
could see him in imagination waiting out there at Leognan for 
Regina Lorati, only to be confronted by Lucienne at tlie very 
moment that Regina and Gaston were on their way to Monte 
Carlo, . . . 

She was ashamed of the pleasure that the tli ought gave her and 
drove it trom her mind. She despised herself for die pride she 
took in her son’s successes with women, but, in spite of herself, 
could not altogether resist the temptation. Gaston . . , he, at any 
rate, would have been proud of her this evening, would have ad- 
mired her pluck. . . . Unfortunately, though, it was not that 
dearly beloved figure that she would find waiting for her at 
home, but the other two— Robert and Pierrot. 

She began to walk more slowly, not only because she was 
slightly out of breath, but also because she was no longer anxious 
to reach her goal. She began to wonder how best to explain what 
had occurred, and the mere fact that she had got to find an ex- 
planation made her angry. That really was too much ! Here she 
was, having saved their patrimony at the cost of a hideous, a 
harrowing scene, and she’d got to trump up some excuse, behav- 
ing as though she were a criminal! She knew them only too well 
. . . or did she? No, perhaps, on second droughts, she did not 
know them at all. 

It was not difference of outlook that poisoned her relations 
with die two younger boys. Gaston and she never agreed about 
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all his examinations. . . . He wouldn t be making a living before he 

was thirty If he really cared for the girl (yes, that was the line 

to take) it was his bounden duty to leave her free and not to 
compromise her future. 

Leonie Costadot and her family occupied the ground and first 
floors of a large house. It occurred to her suddenly, as she was 
going upstairs, that Robert, too, would almost certainly be at tire 
Fredy-Duponts’ Ball. . . . ‘But as soon as he notices that Rose 
isn’t there, he’ll come back. . . . This afternoon, he was already 
worrying about some of the rumours tliat were going round. 

No, Robert had not yet returned. She did not wait to take off 
her hat and her fur coat, but went straight to her desk, opened it, 
and took out the key to the safe which was built into the far end 
of the bed, “disguised”— as Pierrot was fond of saying— “as a 
night-table.” A range of sham drawers hid the heavy steel door. 
She made the “combination” which acted as an “open-sesame,” 
and put the deed which Lucienne Revolou had signed on one of 
the shelves. Then, taking a lamp, she went along the passage 
which led to the boys’ rooms. 

A light was showing underneath Pierrot’s door. She entered, as 
always, witliout knocking. Pierrot had fallen asleep while reading 
in bed— a by no means unusual occurrence. His book had dropped 
from his hand on to the coverlet. He lay propped against the 
pillows in an uncomfortable position. With his head thrown back 
and his neck extended, he looked as though he were about to 
have his throat cut. A pencil, a pile of papers, and a large open 
notebook, handsomely bound in leather, lay beside him. A low 
standard lamp shone on tlie page which was covered with the 
careful, copper-plate handwriting in which he made his fair copies. 
Raising a pair of lorgnettes, Leonie read the verses. The expres- 
sion on her face was one of hostihty. The words seemed simple 
enough, but their sense escaped her. 

“He sleeps! , . . I’ll force the Gods to hold their peace. 

About the dreaming Atys I will make 

The world a nothingness. So shall deep slumber take 



“ most men the road of life is a dead-end, leading nowhere. 

But there are some who, even in childhood, realize that they are 
moving towards an unknown sea. At the very beginning of their 
journey they are amazed by the bitter violence oj the wind and taste the 
salt upon their lips. On they go until at length, when the last dune has 
been surmounted, they find themselves in a world oJ spume and blown- 
sand which seems to speak to them of an infinity oJ passion. That is 
the moment when they must choose their path. Either they must take 
the final plunge, or they must retrace their steps.** 
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Wide awake now, he fixed her with a baleful and mistrustful 
stare. 

“It was my duty to go.” 

‘What a hypocrite!’ he thought to himself. 

Yet his mother had never felt so certain of having performed a 
duty, the duty of a watchful administrator with her sons* interests 
at heart ... to say nothing of the fact that she had been able to 
warn Lucienne. 

“And it was just as well that I did. You’ll hardly believe it, but 
the poor creature had absolutely no idea. . . . She’s been desper- 
ately worried for weeks, of course, but it had never occurred to 
her that the crisis was actually on top of them ...” 

“What did you say to her?” 

Already, Leonie Costadot was on the defensive. What right 
had he, she asked, to question his mother in that tone of voice? 
Anyone would think that he suspected her. . . . 

“Not at all, mother: I was merely asking ...” 

“1 refuse to give an account of my actions to a graceless young 
puppy. ... I shall speak to your brother as soon as he comes in. 
Go to sleep, and don’t let me hear another word from you!” 

She left the room, taking the lamp with her. It was not anger 
that prompted the move. She realized that she had much better 
see Robert alone, out of hearing of tliis high-spirited young 
fanatic. , 

Scarcely had she got into her dressing-gown than she heard die 
sound of Robert’s hesitant fumbling with his latchkey. She 
coughed so as to let him know that she was still awake and 
waiting. He was carrying an overcoat on his arm. She made a 
mental note, as always, that dress-clothes suited him, that his slim 
figure gave him a far more elegant appearance than Gaston, who 
was inclined to be dumpy. Though she preferred die type 
exemplified by her elder son, she could not, in justice, deny that 
Robert had an air of greater refinement and breeding. . . . 

“Naturally,” he said, m the slow, uncertain tones that always 
got on his mother’s nerves, “she wasn’t at the Ball. 1 saw Julien 
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pleasure of discussing the money. . . . That was the only reason 
you went there, . . 

Things were going just as she had been afraid they would. 
Robert and Pierre stood confronting her like Judges on the 
bench. Had Gaston been there he would have been filled with 
admiration of what she had done, would have thanked her. 
Well then, war was declared: impossible now to avoid it. At 
least she had justice on her side. 

She took the initiative and attacked at once. “It isn’t a question 
of my money, but of yours, of your father’s. Had it been mine, I 
might have been generous. . . 

Robert interrupted her. Since the money was theirs, theirs, 
too, was the right not to claim it. . . . 

“You are forgetting Gaston — to whom your motive does not 
apply. You are forgetting that Pierrot is only eighteen, and that 
until he comes of age, I, his mother and trustee, must protect 
his interests even in the teeth of his wishes. ...” 

“What it amounts to,” Robert was obdurate, “is that you 
tortured them unnecessarily, since Monsieur Revolou had gone 
away . . .” 

She turned pitying eyes on him. Was there ever such a fool? 
There are no more helpless creatures in the world than young 
men who think they have the wings of eagles. 

“There is no need for you to get in such a state. Lucienne and I 
discussed the situation in a perfectly amicable way.” 

Robert wanted to know whether Rose had been present. 
Madame Costadot shook her head. 

“What about Denis?” asked Pierrot. 

No; both the children had left the room. She was trying to find 
some way of explaining how well she had succeeded. It really 
was incredible that she should have to wear gloves in her dealings 
with these two young idiots, that she should have to go to all this 
trouble just in order to announce the perfectly simple fact that 
their man of business was faced with ruin, but that, thanks to her, 
they would not be a penny tlie worse for it. 



I 

D enis REVOLOU was pretending to revise his lecture 
notes. But in fact his whole attention was centred upon 
his mother, who was pacing up and down the room. 
Her long train dragged over the carpet with a sound that partook 
both of softness and solemnity. Her face had that “oflScial” look 
which was the product of Monsieur Tardy, the hairdresser from 
the Cours des Fosses, whenever he came to prepare her for a ball: 
the same look that she assumed when sitting for her photograph. 
Her white waved hair, still with a faint hint in it of yellow, was 
built up into a fragile architectural structure, protected by a 
gossamer veil and topped by an emerald crescent. Her daughter 
Rose, whose hair, like her own, was grandly “done,” was still 
in her dressing jacket, because her dress, which had needed a few 
last-minute alterations, had not yet come back from Habrias. 

“If your dress is not here in five minutes I shall begin to feel 
seriously perturbed.” 

Denis tried, unsuccessfully, to stifle a faint giggle. 

“Not gone to bed yet, Denis?” 

“I’m waiting to see tlie dress, he said. 

A tall standard-lamp threw light upon his hair, which he wore 
parted on the left-hand side. His large hand was resting upon a 
Manual of Psychology. Behind his rather heavy-looking head long 
folds of faded silk hung from a velvet pelmet. He was devoured 
with impatience to have a look at Rose s dress which one of the 
under-servants had been sent to fetch irom Habrias. It would, he 
supposed, be like all dance-frocks— frankly immodest. He stared 
at Rose’s rather babyish face, but did not return her smile. In less 
than an hour’s time she would be standing in a drawing-room 
doorway, offering to the common gaze the spectacle of her 
throat and shoulders, of her back, and even of those childish 
breasts that were set a shade too high. She would allow herself to 
be clasped, thus stripped, in the arms of the first man who might 

3 
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foot of the bed. Both were leaning forward, and the lamplight 
caught their reddish hair, Pierrot’s with the hint of a wave in it, 
and all rough from recent sleep, Robert’s carefully smoothed and 
parted, and curling slightly at the nape of his neck. 

“As soon as I get my share,” said Robert, “I shall Just give it 
back.” 

“Not so quick,” replied Leonie. “You get nothing but the 
residuary right to the capital. The life-interest is mine.” 

“You don’t say so!” sneered Pierrot. At that, her temper burst 
its bounds. 

“This contempt of money is all very fine, but how, may I ask, 
do you think you live? Have you the slightest idea, Robert, what 
that very becoming dress-suit cost? As for you, Pierrot, who do 
nothing but grumble when there is only cold meat for supper, 
has it ever occurred to you to look at the bills I have to settle with 
your bookseller and binder? Gaston costs me a pretty penny, but 
at least he knows it, apologizes and is grateful. He doesn’t pre- 
sume to sit in judgment on me. I suppose you think of me as a 
woman completely without ideals, a woman who tliinks of 
nothing but detaching dividend vouchers and getting in her rents, 
while you stalk through life with your head in the clouds, and pay 
Heaven knows how much for a lot of rubbishy books. ... All 
I’m good for is to fill your stomachs, warm your bodies, light your 
rooms, find you in clothes, and provide wages for the servants 
without whom you would be lost! You ought to be ashamed of 
taking this high and mighty line with a mother who never spends 
a penny on herself You’re ready enough to laugh at my shabby 
furs and home-made dresses. This fortune for which you show so 
fine a scorn, but are only too ready to enjoy, was built up by your 
grandparents. They slaved and stinted all their lives in order that 
you might have an easier time than they had. ... It should be 
sacred to you. ...” 

She felt that she had said enough, that she had driven her nail 
home. Robert stammeringly protested that it wasn’t his fault if it 
took so long to become a doctor. His mother, the first heat of her 
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care to ask her for a dance . . . though perhaps, now, it was not 
that hypothetical “first man” who was most to be feared. What 
about Robert Costadot? . . . Weren’t they all but engaged? Very 
soon their life together would be an established fact. She might, 
at least, have married someone with whom she was not in love. 
Women in novels are scarcely ever in love with their husbands. 

. . . Still, even now something might happen to stop the mar- 
riage Old Mother Costadot was doing all she knew to put a 

spoke in that particular wheel— spreading all sorts of damaging 
rumours about the Revolou practice— which was worth mil- 
lions, and was certainly more prosperous than that of any otlier 
lawyer in the city. ... It was women like her who created a 
dangerous state of mind in the public . . . though if his mother 
had been really worried, he thought, she wouldn’t be making so 
much of the pimple she had just discovered on Rose’s left nostril. 

“It’s grown!” she was saying at that moment. “It’ll be a lesson 
to you not to stuff yourself with chocolates and to eat more green 
vegetables!” (She had a passion for pinning responsibility on to 
those about her.) “With a complexion like yours, you ought 
to avoid all heating foods, ... 1 can’t think where you get it 
from,” she added thoughtfully. 

“Not from you — that’s quite certain!” said Denis to himself, 
indignant that his mother, whose skin was as coarse as old leather 
and showed the pores only too visibly, should dare to criticize a 
surface so delicate that it flushed in response to every fleeting 
emotion. 

Madame Oscar Revolou was moved by a kind of instinctive 
animosity where her daughter was concerned. She was forever 
“getting at her,” and never minced her words. With her, irrita- 
tion quickly turned to ill-temper which expressed itself in violent 
outbursts, though she hurt herself as much as she hurt the girl by 
her gift of cruel invective. 

“You look positive hideous this evening, my poor child! I 
only hope you won’t be a wallflower! . . . It’s lucky for you that 
your parents are who they are. . . . That’s right! turn on the 
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touched with pity. For once she rejoiced that he was so weak- 
willed. He had put the whole question of this marriage out of his 
mind already, had given up the Revolou girl without a struggle. 
Careful now to avoid a frontal attack she began to commiserate 
Rose ... a victim, and so charming that one might perhaps have 
overlooked the disgrace attaching to her name. But he must 
realize that he was in no position to set up a home of his own. 
Before this awful thing had happened, die Revolous had made it 
clear that they intended to provide for the young couple, but 
now. . . . 

Robert weakly ventured a suggestion: “Couldn’t we live 
here?” 

“You must be mad! — Where? — in your room? And what’s to 
happen when the babies start coming? Besides, you seem to for- 
get that you would have the whole family round your neck . . . 
or radier, I should have them round mine, . . . Come, you’ve 
got to face facts like a man. I know it’s hard on you” — she said in 
conclusion, and put her arm round the shoulder of the great over- 
grown boy who was now quite openly sobbing. 

Robert knew that she was basing her hopes on his weakness, 
knew, too, that she would not be disappointed in her calculations. 
What answer could he make? — that with Rose beside him he felt 
a different man, full of hope and courage? If he put tlioughts like 
that into words, his mother would riddle them in a moment. . . . 

Before going to his room, he looked in on Pierrot to have a few 
last words with him. 

He found his brother sitting up in bed. “Go to sleep, old man. 
It’s past midnight.” 

Without a glance at him, the boy snarled out: 

“Their filthy money! . . 

“We’re all at cross-purposes,” groaned Robert. “Poor mamma 
thought she had acted for die best this evening. What she did, she 
did as head of the family. I’m not sure she wasn’t right to think us 
ungrateful. . . .” 
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waterworks! ... as if there wasn’t enough trouble without 
that, , . . You’ll have a puffy face and a nose like a potato! . . . 
Run along, do, and bathe your eyes in cold water!” 

Rose hurried sobbing from the room, though Denis shouted 
after her that she “needn’t bother,” because she’d be the prettiest 
girl in the room — as usual. 

Madame Revolou protested that she was speaking only for the 
girl’s good. “It’s odd,” thought Denis,“how much fonder she is of 
Julien and of me . . . of Julien, who’s a fool, and of me . . . poor 
me!” he muttered in a low voice, gently stroking the soft down 
on his cheek. 

The butler came in to say that Monsieur Landin, their father’s 
senior clerk, would like to have a word with Madame. His 
mistress seemed to be both surprised and indignant. . . . What! a 
word with her, at nine o’clock at night? Monsieur Landin must 
have taken leave of his senses! Besides, didn’t he know that she 
never interfered in business matters? Her husband would be back 
from Lcognan tomorrow evening, if things really couldn’t wait 
tlie senior clerk would just have to go out there (the Chateau of 
Leognan was only about seven miles from town). 

Denis found himself wondering whether tliis unusual request 
of Landin’s mightn’t, perhaps, be causing his mother some 
anxiety. Abandoning his Manual oj Psychology^ he slipped out of 
the room in the wake of Louis Larpe, the butler. Like a half- 
starved dog, he wormed his way tlirough the door before it 
could be closed, hot on die scent of— as his best friend, Pierre 
Costadot (the younger brother of Rose’s Robert) was fond of 
saying — “liis destiny.” 

Monsieur Landin was standing in the hall. He was coatless, 
and held a wet bowler-hat in his hand. His legs, encased in a pair 
of grey and black striped trousers, were set slightly apart. His 
short jacket had a rather exaggerated “waist.” A very full black 
beard which sprouted just below his eyes did little or nothing to 
conceal the flabby contours of his cheeks. His sloping shoulders, 
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earlier in the gloomy school building where the janitor’s son had 
been the trembUng slave of the rich middle-class boy. 

“If it’s urgent, you can always take the early tram,” said Louis 
Larpe, in the mocking tone which even the servants used when 
talking to Landin: “though the master doesn’t much care about 
being disturbed when he’s at Leognan.” 

The butler could not refrain from adding: “Can I offer you a 
drop of something, Monsieur Landin?” 

“Are you sure Madame won’t see me — really sure? ... in that 
case, if it is absolutely impossible . . 

He seemed reUeved to know that the problem of tliis interview 
had been taken out of liis hands. Louis Larpe had failed to notice 
what Denis had seen at the first glance. The fringe of hair round 
the knobbly skull which shone in tlie Hght of the ceiling lamp, 
that thin, silky hair which, so Oscar Revolou always said, re- 
minded him of a poisoned mouse, was soaking with sweat. The 
wretched creature had dyed it, with the result tliat the drops, 
which were tlie colour of black coffee, had left long dark streaks 
on his pasty face. 

He began muttering, like someone talking to himself: 

“I must try to find a cab or a taxi. It won’t be easy at this time 
of night, especially with the Fredy-Dupont ball on. . . . Should 
anyone happen to want me, say I’ve gone out to Leognan. . . . 

At that moment he became aware of Denis. There was some- 
thing almost tangible about tlie expression of his eyes, some 
quality of weight. It was as tliough once his gaze had been fixed on 
anyone he found difficulty in at once removing it. Tonight he 
ventured to lay his hand on tlie boy’s head. It was a permanently 
damp hand, a hand that had become a byword in die Revolou 
household, so that whenever one of the children was caught 
biting his nails someone would be sure to say: “II you’re not 
careful, you’ll have hands just like Landin’s!” 

Denis made a movement that was expressive both of inir 
patience and disgust. 

“Really, Monsieur Landin! . . 
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The two children were to remember, later, that there was al- 
ready a strange, unrecognizable note in her voice. Denis reached 
the hall just as Louis Larpe was opening the door. The visitor was 
Leonie Costadot. She looked enormous in her short astrakhan 
coat, and she was breathing hard. Though on terms of intimacy 
with the Revolous, she had never before made so late a call. . . . 
She was the mother of Robert and Pierre. . . . Denis’s first 
thought was that she had come on her elder son’s behalf to ask 
for Rose’s hand. 

“She raises all sorts of difficulties,” Oscar Revolou had said, 
“but I know her. Once she’s made up her mind to tlie inevitable 
she’ll get them married off in a fortnight.” 

“Is your mother in her room?” she shot at Denis, hurried past 
him into the passage, and pushed open the door without knock- 
ing. 

Madame Revolou had already thrown a skunk wrap over her 
ball dress, and was busy enveloping her daughter’s nose in a final 
cloud of powder. 

“Just off to tlie dance, my pet?” 

Rose smiled and offered her cheek to Robert’s mother. Her 
mind, too, was running on thoughts of a proposal. Denis noted 
the sudden appearance on his mother’s left cheek of die yellow 
patch which always showed when some strong emotion had 
drained the blood from her face. It was the forerunner of disaster. 
Her words, when she spoke, tumbled over one another: 

“This is a surprise! . . . What lucky wind! . . .” 

“Would you very much mind if the children left us alone?” 

Denis was conscious of Rose’s shining eyes. But he was under 
no illusion. He knew well enough diat the visitor had not come 
to discuss marriage plans. Poor little Rose! . . . the question of 
marriage would never now be raised — or not in connexion with 
Robert Costadot. . . . 

She drew him into her own room which opened out of her 
modier’s. 

She sat down on the bed. Denis, his back turned, could see her 
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“I’ll keep this pear ripening,” he had said, “until you’re 
really thirsty” . . . until he was really thirsty, was what he 
meant. 

From this moment the whole of Denis’s attention was con- 
centrated upon the sobs coming from the sprawled young body 
on the bed. He could see it in the glass, but dared not turn round. 
He took a few steps backward until he reached the bed and sat 
down beside his poor little Rose. He was too shy to put his arm 
round her because her shoulders were bare. “Don’t cry,” he kept 
on saying: “Nothing’s lost. I’m certain of Robert, he’ll never give 
you up. Only last Thursday, his brother Pierrot was saying . . 

He babbled on, trying to smother in a spate of words the thought 
that was in his mind. . . . Madame Costadot’s character was 
known only too well. She wielded complete authority over her 
sons, especially over Robert. To the eldest, Gaston, her favourite 
— popularly referred to as “the handsome Costadot” — she had 
always delegated some part of the independence which was his 
by right, as being the head of the family. She delighted in his 
good looks, in his success with women, in his racing triumphs 
. . . but it wasn’t Gaston who was in love with Rose, and over 
the weak-willed Robert her sway was absolute. At tliis moment, 
when their family fortune was about to fall in ruins, their social 
position, perhaps even their honour, Denis was sharply conscious 
of one thing only, that Rose would never marry Robert. This 
thought stood out clear-cut and unshaken among the piled rub- 
ble of tlieir lives. But he dared not look it boldly in die face. 
Instead, he put it aside, buried it for later examination. Once 
more he concentrated his mind on the high words coming from 
the further side of the door. 

“Give me some proof. . . . You have no proof, Leonie. You’ve 
been listening to a lot of gossip, and you’ve beUeved it. You al- 
ways get into a panic where your cliildren are concerned. See, 
now, you’re hesitating . . . you can’t produce a shred of 
evidence. . . 

“Because I’m sorry for you. . . 
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Denis and Rose, pressed close up against the door, were listen- 
ing to what sounded Uke the whimpering noises made by a 
complete stranger. 

“Please go away, Leonie: I can’t stand any more. . . .” 

The cool, the passionless executioner, now that the blow was 
delivered, now that the duty had been accomplished, had become 
milder. The moment had gone for loud words. No longer was 
the voice raised and angry. It spoke now with an obstinate, a 
patient insistence. 

“I am not going until you have given me the four hundred 
tliousand francs which belong to my sons. . . . Don’t talk non- 
sense: of course you’ve got authority — full authority. I’ve already 
taken counsel’s opinion on the point. . . . What you brought to 
your husband as dowry is your own. Your father was a shrewd, 
far-seeing man. But even if the settlement had provided for the 
joint holding only of property acquired after marriage, the 
situation would be precisely the same. Your personal fortune is 
intact, and I want you to sign a deed in my sons’ favour. I’ve got 
the draft here witli me. It was drawn up by Maitre Lacoste and 
merely requires your signature . . . here, in the margin . . . 
initials will do. ... I know you think I’m being very hard, 
Lucienne, but what I’m doing, I’m doing for my children’s 

sake You’ll feel so much easier in your mind when the whole 

thing’s settled. ...” 

“But it’s not my money ... it belongs to my family. I am sure 
that what you’re asking me to do is quite illegal. . . .” 

“Don’t let that worry you. Maitre Lacoste knows precisely 
how matters stand. ... If you like to take me to court, that’s 
your affair. The important^ thing at the moment is that you 
should sign. . . . You’d much better make up your mind to do as 
1 say. I’m sure you don’t want to compel me to call your children 
as witnesses. They d realize soon enough how things stand. . . . 
What’s that? ... a lot of baseless rumours, you say? Possibly. But 
if it turns out that there is no truth in what people are saying, your 
husband has only to give me back the money and we’ll never 
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hear a shuffling of papers. In the ensuing silence, lionie Costa- 
dot's voice was plainly audible. 

“ That^s done. . . . I’m afraid the business isn’t finished yet, but 
the hardest part is over. . . . Who knows? — I may be quite 
wrong, after all. . . . Perhaps Oscar’s just been playing a trick 
on Regina Lorati, or perhaps she was lying to Gaston so as to 
frighten him into doing something . . . one never knows with 
creatures like that ... in which case die signature will commit 
you to nothing. . . .” 

Her mind was at rest now. The tension had slackened. She 
stuffed into her bag the document which for years to come Oscar 
Revolou’s creditors were to attack unsuccessfully. She put her 
arm about her bruised and battered friend. 

“My poor, poor dear ... are you sure there’s nothing I can do 
for you? . . 


II 

1 EONIE, on leaving the Revolous’ house, walked quickly, 
in spite of her corpulence, along die deserted Cours du 
Chapeau Rouge. Her state of mental intoxication was un- 
accompanied by any sense of shame. She clove her way through 
the fog, revelling in its smell, and clasping to her body the bag 
which conuined the deed. She had won back part of her 
children’s patrimony, and gloried in her victory. The document, 
duly signed, was there. With that in her possession — said Maitre 
Lacoste— the battle was as good as won. True, the struggle 
had been horrible, the duty hard Poor Lucienne, what dread- 

ful times lay ahead of her ! 

It was only by dint of making a considerable effort that she 
could achieve a softer mood, could induce in herself a mood of 
compunction which was far from being spontaneous. The 
thought that once, as a young girl, she had been heartbroken 
because she could not marry Oscar Revolou, made her shudder. 
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anything, but there was an instinctive sympathy between them. 
Rake though he was, leading a life at odds with all that his mother 
held sacred, he understood her, she him. The other two were 
serious and hard-working, but somehow she could never feel 
certain of what their reactions would be. 

At this moment, for instance, she had the consciousness that she 
was safe from all attack. The money she was taking back with her 
was money left by their father to his sons. She felt pride in the 
fact that she had been true to a sacred trust, had fought hard, and 
had won. The money would, in any case, have been lost to 
Lucienne, for it would have gone to other creditors: ‘Far better 
diat my children should get the benefit of it. Tm not blind to the 
element of horror in this expedition of mine at dead of night and 
in such circumstances. But there is nothing to be afraid of I shall 
just tell them what is perfectly true, that iVe probably been 
instrumental in saving Oscar Revolou’s life. . . . Thanks to me, 
Lucienne has gone to Leognan. ... I only hope she won’t be too 
late. . . .’ 

Yes, the more she tliought of the business, the less did she see 
what effective answer the two boys could possibly make to her 
representations. Her best course would be to feign amazement. 
“What!” — she would say, “don’t I get so much as a word of 
thanks?” That they would be indignant she did not for a moment 
doubt . . . for diere was one element she was deliberately 
leaving out of account — Robert’s feeUng for Rose Revolou, and 
Pierrot’s friendship (though that was less serious) for young 
Denis. . . . Less serious? . . . well that remained to be seen. Robert 
was flabby, spineless . . . but Pierrot was capable of acting like a 
lunatic in moments of crisis. She was often quite genuinely 
frightened of him . . . with his head stuffed full of sick fancies, and 
those ridiculous poems he was for ever scribbling. . . . Robert 
must realize that, in any case, this idea of marriage would have to 
be abandoned. Quite apart from the possible disgrace and the 
certain ruin of die Revolous, it would be years be^re he could 
qualify as a doctor, finish walking die hospitals and get through 
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Life’s fret from him, and all his limbs at ease 

Shall lie like serpents aping death, nor wake 

From their long clasp of earth.” Shaken she stood 

While he slept on, as free from crime and passion as a God. 

“What is he trying to say? What does it all mean?” she won- 
dered. Why should she be so conscious of a sense of irritation? 

“The muted flies shall turn their dozing hum 
To a soft lullaby made noisy by the crow 
Of some far-distant cock. Into his sleep has come 
No thought of lowering skies, nor can his slow 
Senses heed my rain-drenched fragrance. Dumb 
To his ears are all the dripping leaves. 

The nymph Sangaris whom he now receives 
Moves in dim waters that no slumber charms. 

What formless thing am I whom Ocean frets, 

Who cannot in the circle of my arms 
Contain him?— A queen about whose forehead wide 
Dark weeds and coloured ooze are left by each sad murmurmg 
tide?” 

whence rose in her this deep fury, this shameful longing to 
destroy and tear in pieces the notebook in its handsome English 
binding? She did not know— nor yet that this barely controlled 
violence was similar to that which moved her son. Little did she 
reahze that now, when what she felt was almost hatred, the two 
of them were most alike, not in the movement of the head or 
heart, but in that* impulse to destroy which, at this very instant, 
she set herself to counter by moving from the table and pressing 
her face for a moment to the window-pane. 

“Who’s there?” cried Pierrot in a waking panic. 

“It’s only me. . . . Isn’t Robert back yet?” 

“He can’t be long now. ... I expect he just looked in for news 
and came away again at once . . . 

Pierrot yawned, showing his wide-spaced teeth. 

“Have you got any, mother?” 

“Yes, I’ve just left them.” 

“D’you mean to say you’ve actually been to the Place de la 
Bourse?” 
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Rcvolou in the distance, but couldn’t get a word with him. I 
gather that some of his friends had made it pretty obvious that he 
wasn’t wanted. ... So I hurried round to the Place de la Bourse, 
but they had just left.” 

At this moment Pierrot entered the room in his pyjamas, bwe- 
footed and with tousled hair. Madame Costadot turned on him. 
“I thought I told you to go to sleep. . . .” 

“1 don’t sleep just because you tell me to.” 

Robert pulled him up short: “There’s no need to be rude, 

Pierrot. ...” 

The boy broke in on him: 

“I don’t mind betting she’s afraid to tell you where she’s come 

from, where she’s been tonight ” 

“I won’t have you saying ‘she’ like that when you are discuss- 
ing me in my presence!” 

But Pierrot pressed his point. Unknown to them, he said, she 
had been spending the evening at the Place de la Bourse. 

Robert turned to his mother, a look of consternation on his 
handsome face. 

“That’s not true, is it, mamma?” 

“Why should it not be true?” she asked defiantly. 

“Did you see Monsieur Revolou?” 

“No, he has gone to Leognan. 1 knew that, and I knew why, 

though Lucienne did not Now do you understand? I warned 

her. It’s entirely owing to me that she has gone to him. . . . He 
may have been contemplating suicide, in which case I have prob- 
ably saved his life.” 

Robert heaved a sigh. ^ 

“Then, since Monsieur Revolou was not there, you weren t 

able to talk about die money ” 

Leonie Costadot made no reply. Robert heard his brother 

nmtter: „ 

“You don’t think she did herself out of that treat, do you? 
“Say that again, louder, so that we can all hear.” 

“I said it was unlikely that you’d done yourself out of the 
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“Luciennc, I must say, behaved very well, and with great 
dignity. She saw at once that her hmband had a very special 
obligation in the case of orphans ...” 

“What orphans? were not orphans” — protested Pierrot. 

Ever since his childhood he had detested the words orphan 

boys”— “orphanage”— “orphan girls.” 

“She volunteered the information that the sum in question, the 
money due to us, was just precisely the amount of her private 
fortune, to do with as she likes — four hundred thousand francs. 

“How extremely convenient!” exclaimed Pierrot. His mother 
took no notice of this piece of insolence. The consciousness tmt 
she had been led by imperceptible degrees into a lie was causing 
her acute embarrassment. It was not in her nature to tell lies. But 
she had been forced to do so by this pair ot “simpletons, as 
Gaston called them. 

“Four hundred thousand francs!” there was a strange note m 
Robert’s voice. “She can’t have had that much in the house. 

He really was too innocent! Leonie. Costadot answered with a 

“Of course she hadn’t ... not ready to her hand. All 1 wanted 

was her signature. ... 

“But it wouldn’t be legal ... 

“You can set your mind at rest on that score. We may be taken 
to Court by the other creditors — we probably shall be. ... I m 
prepared for that, and we are bound to win. r i 

He said nodiing, and she was beginning to feel that her tight 

was as good as won. 

“You don’t suppose I acted without first taking advice, do 
you? 1 thrashed the whole matter out with Maitre Lacostc. 
Everything that can be done has been done. . . . 

Their silence was beginning to get on her nerves. An ocean 
separated her and them. What good would it do to carry on a 
shouted conversation across that sundering flood? 

The two brothers were seated side by side on an ottoman at the 
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anger past, replied that she wasn’t blaming him, that he had all 
his life before him, and that the important thing was that he 
should make a success of it. 

“But this little fool,” she went on, raising her voice and turning 
to Pierrot, “is still young enough to be disciplined. I’m not going 
to have him going on as he s doing now. 

Pierrot hung his head. The more his mother saw that her shafts 
were going home, the more recklessly did she shoot. It was all 
very nice, all very pleasant, spending his life just scribbling verses. 

but there was no future in poetry. A man couldn t live on it, 
even when it was good. . . . But when, as in his case, it meant Just 
nothing at all ... 

Pierrot jumped up and left the room without looking at her. 
Sobered now, she stopped talking, conscious of a faint sense of 
shame. Perhaps she had been wrong to say all that, but he did 
really put her beside herself. 

“You were wrong,” said Robert; "you ought to remember 
how young he is. . . .” 

"What has his age got to do with it? He’s no different from 
other boys.” 

"Yes, he is.” 

She protested. What he needed was a man in the house to keep 
him in order. Deep in her heart, Leonie knew tliat he was differ- 
ent, but she would not admit that he lived on a higher level than 
the' rest of them. Herself the daughter, grand-daughter and 
daughter-in-law of great merchants who had been the boast and 
glory of the city, she had inherited a pretty clear idea of what a 
man should be. She thought she knew what people meant when 
they said — "so-and-so is somebody.” 

"Well,” she concluded, "there’s nothing left for me to do but 
apologize for bringing you the gift of a forttme. ... I rather ex- 
pected you to take this attitude . . . still ... 

"How could you think that this money would mean anything 
to me? 1 have lost everything that makes life worth living. . . . 

It pleased her to hear him speak like that though her heart was 
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“That’s not the point . . Pierrot shook his head and stared in 
front of him. “I resent her being in the right, or rather, what I 
resent is that I had no answer to give her. I hate our money be- 
cause it makes me into a prisoner. There’s just no way out at all. 
I’ve thought the whole thing over. No one ever escapes from 
money. We live in a world diat’s made of money. Mother s right 
there. To rebel against money is to set oneself at odds with the 
very nature of the world, of life itself. . . . There are only two 
courses open, either to change the face of the earth . . . there s 
always that . . .” 

“How do you mean?’’ 

“The revolution ... or, there’s God.’’ 

The grandiose words filled the stuffy little room with its litter 
of books, reproductions of pictures and casts of Greek sculpture. 
Robert, still standing, pressed the boy’s head to his side. 

“Don’t say silly things like tliat. . . .’’ 

Pierrot made no reply, but hid his face against his elder 
brother. The latter made no move, but let his eyes wander to the 
bedside table and the notebook still open at the page which, but a 
short while ago, their mother had deciphered. He read and re- 
read the lines he saw there. 

What formless thing am I whom Ocean frets, 

Who cannot in the circle of my arms 

Contain him?— A queen about whose forehead wide 

Dark weeds and coloured ooze are left by each sad murmuring tide? 

“Listen,” said Pierrot suddenly, clinging to Robert’s shoulders. 
“You musm’t let her down . . . you won’t, will you? ... you 
won’t let Rose Revolou down?” 

The young man sighed and loosed his brother’s grasp. 

“What can I do? You’ve said yourself that we’re bound hand 
and foot.” 
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“ 1 yOR most men the road of life is a dead-ettd, leading nowhere. 

FT Rut there are some who, even in childhood, realize that they are 
* moving towards an unknown sea. At the very beginning of their 
journey they are amazed by the bitter violence oj the wind and taste the 
salt upon their lips. On they go until at length, when the last dune has 
been surmounted, they find themselves in a world oj spume and blown- 


sand which seems to speak to them oj an infinity oj passion. That is 
the moment when they must choose their path. Either they must take 
the final plunge, or they must retrace their steps." 




I 

D enis BJEVOLOU was pretending to revise his lecmre 
notes. But in fact his whole attention was centred upon 
his mother, who was pacing up and down the room. 
Her long train dragged over the carpet with a sound that partook 
both of softness and solemnity. Her face had that ‘‘ofScid*' look 
which was the product of Monsieur Tardy, the hairdresser from 
the Cours des Fosses, whenever he came to prepare her for a ball: 
the same look that she assumed when sitting for her photograph. 
Her white waved hair, still with a faint hint in it of yellow, was 
built up into a fragile architectural structure, protected by a 
gossamer veil and topped by an emerald crescent. Her daughter 
Rose, whose hair, like her own, was grandly “done,” was still 
in her dressing jacket, because her dress, which had needed a few 
last-minute alterations, had not yet come back from Habrias. 

“If your dress is not here in five minutes I shall begin to feel 
seriously perturbed.” 

Denis tried, unsuccessfully, to stifle a faint giggle. 

“Not gone to bed yet, Denis?” 

“I’m waiting to see the dress,” he said. 

A tall standard-lamp threw light upon his hair, which he wore 
parted on the left-hand side. His large hand was resting upon a 
Manual of Psychology. Behind his rather heavy-looking head long 
folds of faded silk hung from a velvet pelmet. He was devoured 
with impatience to have a look at Rose’s dress which one of the 
under-servants had been sent to fetch irom Habrias. It would, he 
supposed, be like all dance-frocks — frankly immodest. He stared 
at Rose’s rather babyish face, but did not return her smile. In less 
than an hour’s time she would be standing in a drawing-room 
doorway, offering to the common gaze the spectacle of her 
throat and shoulders, of her back, and even of those childish 
breasts that were set a shade too high. She would allow herself to 
be clasped, thus stripped, in the arms of the first man who might 
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care to ask her for a dance . . . though perhaps, now, it was not 
that hypothetical “first man” who was most to be feared. What 
about Robert Costadot? . . . Weren’t they all but engaged? Very 
soon their life together would be an established fact. She might, 
at least, have married someone with whom she was not in love. 
Women in novels are scarcely ever in love with their husbands. 
. . . Still, even now something might happen to stop the mar- 
riage. . . . Old Mother Costadot was doing all she knew to put a 
spoke in that particular wheel — spreading all sorts of damaging 
rumours about the Revolou practice — which was worth mil- 
lions, and was certainly more prosperous than that of any other 
lawyer in the city. ... It was women like her who created a 
dangerous state of mind in the public . . . tliough if his mother 
had been really worried, he thought, she wouldn’t be making so 
much of the pimple she had just discovered on Rose’s left nostril. 

“It’s grown!” she was saying at that moment. “It’ll be a lesson 
to you not to stuff yourself with chocolates and to eat more green 
vegetables!” (She had a passion for pinning responsibility on to 
those about her.) “With a complexion like yours, you ought 
to avoid all heating foods, ... I can’t think where you get it 
from,” she added thoughtfully. 

“Not from you — that’s quite certain!” said Denis to himself, 
indignant that his mother, whose skin was as coarse as old leather 
and showed the pores only too visibly, should dare to criticize a 
surface so delicate that it flushed in response to every fleeting 
emotion. 

Madame Oscar Revolou was moved by a kind of instinctive 
animosity where her daughter was concerned. She was forever 
“getting at her,” and never minced her words. With her, irrita- 
tion quickly turned to ill-temper which expressed itself in violent 
outbursts, though she hurt herself as much as she hurt the girl by 
her gift of cruel invective. 

“You look positive hideous this evening, my poor child! I 
only hope you won’t be a wallflower! . . . It’s lucky for you that 
your parents are who they are. . . . That’s right! turn on the 
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waterworks! ... as if there wasn’t enough trouble without 
that, . . . You’ll have a puffy face and a nose like a potato! . . . 
Run along, do, and bathe your eyes in cold water!’* 

Rose hurried sobbing from the room, though Denis shouted 
after her that she “needn’t bother,” because she’d be the prettiest 
girl in the room — as usual. 

Madame Revolou protested that she was speaking only for the 
girl’s good. “It’s odd,” thought Denis,“how much fonder she is of 
Julicn and of me . . . of Julien, who’s a fool, and of me . . . poor 
me!” he muttered in a low voice, gently stroking the soft down 
on his cheek. 

The butler came in to say that Monsieur Landin, their father’s 
senior clerk, would like to have a word with Madame. His 
mistress seemed to be both surprised and indignant. . . . What! a 
word with her, at nine o’clock at night? Monsieur Landin must 
have taken leave of his senses! Besides, didn’t he know that she 
never interfered in business matters? Her husband would be back 
from Lcognan tomorrow evening. If things really couldn’t wait 
the senior clerk would just have to go out there (the Chateau of 
Lcognan was only about seven miles from town). 

Denis found himself wondering whether diis unusual request 
of Landin’s mightn’t, perhaps, be causing his mother some 
anxiety. Abandoning his Manual oj Psychology, he slipped out of 
the room in the wake of Louis Larpe, the butler. Like a half- 
starved dog, he wormed his way dirough the door before it 
could be closed, hot on the scent of — as his best friend, Pierre 
Costadot (the younger brother ot Rose’s Robert) was fond of 
saying — “his destiny.” 

Monsieur Landin was standing in the hall. He was coatless, 
and held a wet bowler-hat in his hand. His legs, encased in a pair 
of grey and black striped trousers, were set slightly apart. His 
short jacket had a rather exaggerated “waist.” A very full black 
beard which sprouted just below his eyes did little or nothing to 
conceal the flabby contours of his cheeks. His sloping shoulders, 
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which Oscar Revolou loved to compare to those of the Empress 
Eugenie, his stoop and his prominent paunch, invariably moved 
the Revolou children to mirth, though not so much as his 
shining, knobbly, shapeless head, which reminded them of some 
old saucepan on a refuse dump. Landin was, in their eyes, the 
most abject of creatures. He was probably the only human being 
in dealing with whom their father — always so courteous to in- 
feriors — was guilty of quite inexcusable outbursts of violence. It 
was as though he were forever trying to see just how far he could 
go with the man, as though he were indulging some mood of 
bitter disHke. But if anyone had said: “Landin is the lynch-pin of 
die practice ...” none of the family would have dreamed of 
uttering a protest, or, if they had, the denial would have sounded 
hollow. The whole city knew that die bulk of the work was done 
by Landin. Time and time again the children had heard their 
father say with his familiar drawl: “Oh, ask Landin . . . Landin’s 
certain to know where the file is. . . They knew nothing about 
him beyond the fact that he was the son of one of the janitors at 
the Faculty of Letters, that he had been at school with their 
father, and diat he lived with an old unmarried sister who was 
not considered worthy of being invited to the house. None of 
them had ever set foot across his threshold. The great lawyer said, 
as though it were the most natural thing in the world: “Landin 
has got no private life.” 

The strangest sentiments, once they have become habitual, 
lose all power to surprise us. The fact was that the Revolous were 
living cheek by jowl with a perfect miracle of love. But how can 
one have any feeling about a miracle that has lasted a lifetime? It 
may be that Oscar Revolou’s harshness in his dealings with 
Landin was an outcome of that irritability which we all of us feel 
when we know that we are die object of an indefinable and ex- 
travagant passion — especially when we derive advantage from it. 
The contempt which he openly showed towards his senior clerk 
was fed from sources of which the rest of the family knew 
nothing, sources which must have had their origin many years 
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earlier in the gloomy school building where the janitor’s son had 
been the trembUng slave of the rich middle-class boy. 

“If it’s urgent, you can always take the early tram,” said Louis 
Larpe, in the mocking tone which even the servants used when 
talking to Landin: “though the master doesn’t much care about 
being disturbed when he’s at Lcognan.” 

The butler could not refrain from adding: “Can I offer you a 
drop of something, Monsieur Landin?” 

“Are you sure Madame won’t see me — really sure? ... in that 
case, if it is absolutely impossible . . 

He seemed relieved to know that the problem of tliis interview 
had been taken out of his hands. Louis Larpe had failed to notice 
what Denis had seen at the first glance. The fringe of hair round 
the knobbly skull which shone in tlie light of the ceiling lamp, 
that thin, silky hair which, so Oscar Revolou always said, re- 
minded him of a poisoned mouse, was soaking with sweat. The 
wretched creature had dyed it, with the result that the drops, 
which were the colour of black coffee, had left long dark streaks 
on his pasty face. 

He began muttering, like someone talking to himself: 

“I must try to find a cab or a taxi. It won’t be easy at this time 
of night, especially with the Fredy-Dupont ball on. . . . Should 
anyone happen to want me, say I’ve gone out to Leognan. . . .” 

At that moment he became aware of Denis. There was some- 
thing almost tangible about tlie expression of his eyes, some 
quality of weight. It was as tliough once his gaze had been fixed on 
anyone he found difficulty in at once removing it. Tonight he 
ventured to lay his hand on tlie boy’s head. It was a permanently 
damp hand, a hand that had become a byword in die Revolou 
household, so that whenever one of the cliildren was caught 
biting his nails someone would be sure to say: “If you’re not 
careful, you’ll have hands just hke Landin’s!” 

Denis made a movement that was expressive both of inv 
patience and disgust. 

“Really, Monsieur Landin! . . .” 
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But the hand, like the glance, seemed to adhere to his forehead. 
It was a leaden hand, and apparently beyond the power of its 
owner to withdraw. Landings viscous blue eye, forever swimming 
in the moisture of an unshed tear, was eloquent of feelings too 
vague for definition — perhaps of pity? Suddenly the man spoke: 

“You must go to your mother. Monsieur Denis, and tell her, 
as gently as you can . . . but no, perhaps on second thoughts you 
had better say nothing. . . 

He turned on his heel and opened the door. The boy remained 
where he was, rooted in amazement, listening to the sound of 
Landin running down the steps. He sat down on the wood-chest 
in the hall. The gas whistled noisily in its old-fashioned glass 
globe. There were Spanish mirrors on the walls, panoplies of 
savage weapons brought from the South Seas by a Revolou 
uncle, panels of painted silk, framed engravings. To Denis it 
always seemed that these things must have been there for cen- 
turies. 

A young footman passed liim, going towards Madame 
Revolou’s room. He was out of breath, and carried a cardboard 
box under one arm. He winked as he hurried by. 

“It’s the dress!” 

Denis followed him, and at once, while Rose was opening the 
box, sidled up to his mother. 

“Landin ’s trying to find a cab or a taxi. He’s going straight to 
Leognan.” 

“Much good may it do him.” 

Denis knew that die phrase bore no relation to his mother’s 
anxiety at diat moment. She turned to Rose, who had just 
slipped on the dress. 

“Turn round . . . yes, it hangs all right now. . . . Show me the 
back. Good! . . . You’d better do your hair again.” 

“That was the front-door bell,” said Denis suddenly. His was 
the only ear sharp enough to catch the distant sound. 

“Who on earth can it be at tliis rime of night!” asked Madame 
Revolou. 
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The two children were to remember, later, that there was al- 
ready a strange, unrecognizable note in her voice. Denis reached 
the hall just as Louis Larpe was opening the door. The visitor was 
L^onie Costadot. She looked enormous in her short astrakhan 
coat, and she was breathing hard. Though on terms of intimacy 
with the Revolous, she had never before made so late a call. . . . 
She was the mother of Robert and Pierre. . . . Denis’s first 
thought was that she had come on her elder son’s behalf to ask 
for Rose’s hand. 

“She raises all sorts of difficulties,” Oscar Revolou had said, 
“but I know her. Once she’s made up her mind to the inevitable 
she’ll get them married off in a fortnight.” 

“Is your mother in her room?” she shot at Denis, hurried past 
him into the passage, and pushed open the door without knock- 
ing. 

Madame Revolou had already thrown a skunk wrap over her 
ball dress, and was busy enveloping her daughter’s nose in a final 
cloud of powder. 

“Just off to the dance, my pet?” 

Rose smiled and offered her cheek to Robert’s mother. Her 
mind, too, was running on thoughts of a proposal. Denis noted 
the sudden appearance on his mother’s left cheek of tlie yellow 
patch which always showed when some strong emotion had 
drained the blood from her face. It was the forerunner of disaster. 
Her words, when she spoke, tumbled over one another: 

“This is a surprise! . . . What lucky wind! . . .” 

“Would you very much mind if the children left us alone?” 

Denis was conscious of Rose’s sliining eyes. But he was under 
no illusion. He knew well enough that the visitor had not come 
to discuss marriage plans. Poor little Rose! ... the question of 
marriage would never now be raised — or not in connexion with 
Robert Costadot. . . . 

She drew him into her own room which opened out of her 
mother’s. 

She sat down on the bed. Denis, his back turned, could sec her 
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reflection in the mirror which hung over the mantelpiece. Her 
thin, rather round shoulders rose from a full frill of spangled 
tulle. She was leaning forward so that the bodice gaped a little 
above the diminutive breasts. Hope had set her cheeks on fire. 
Watching her in the glass, he could see the change in her expres- 
sion as Leonie’s Costadot’s opening words reached their ears. 
The woman had a way of raising her voice even when there was 
no reason for her to do so, with the result that her interlocutors 
were compelled, in self-defence, to shout back at her. On this 
occasion, she made so much noise that Rose and Denis failed to 
catch everything she was saying. But they heard enough to 
realize the nature of her errand. 

“You must listen to me, Lucienne. There’s nothing to be 
gained by mincing words — the matter’s far too serious for that. 
Do you know where Oscar is?” 

It was only by making an effort that the pair could establish 
a connexion between tlieir mother and the childlike, obsequious 
voice which came in reply. Of course she knew . . . her husband 
was at Leognan. . . . 

“Well, if he is, then I can assure you it’s through no fault of his 
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own. . . . 

There was a confused, unintelligible murmur which Leonie 
Costadot interrupted: 

“You’re just pretending not to understand what I’m getting at !” 

It had been the talk of the whole place for the last three days — 
so Lucienne went on — and she had good reason, she added, to 
know that what was said was true! 

The next sentence came in a low voice. The children heard 
their mother give a low groan, and caught the words, “By what 
right! . . .” 

The other was speaking now about “four hundred thousand 
Costadot francs” which Oscar had invested for them. “He’d 
squeeze the last drop out of them ” — ^was the way he had put it, 
adding that there was no relying on real property these days, 
and that mortgages were worth just nothing at all. . . . 
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“fll keep this pear ripening,” he had said, “until you re 
really thirsty” . . . until he was really thirsty, was what he 
meant. 

From this moment the whole of Denis’s attention was con- 
centrated upon tShe sobs coming from the sprawled young body 
on the bed. He could see it in the glass, but dared not turn roimd. 
He took a few steps backward until he reached the bed and sat 
down beside his poor little Rose. He was too shy to put his arm 
round her because her shoulders were bare. “Don’t cry,” he kept 
on saying: “Nothing’s lost. I’m certain of Robert, he’ll never give 
you up. Only last Thursday, his brother Pierrot was saying . . .” 
He babbled on, trying to smother in a spate of words the thought 
that was in his mind. . . . Madame Costadot’s character was 
known only too well. She wielded complete authority over her 
sons, especially over Robert. To the eldest, Gaston, her favourite 
— popularly referred to as “the handsome Costadot” — ^she had 
always delegated some part of the independence which was his 
by right, as being the head of the family. She delighted in his 
good looks, in his success with women, in his racing triumphs 
. . . but it wasn’t Gaston who was in love with Rose, and over 
the weak-willed Robert her sway was absolute. At this moment, 
when their family fortune was about to fall in ruins, their social 
position, perhaps even their honour, Denis was sharply conscious 
of one thing only, that Rose would never marry Robert. This 
thought stood out clear-cut and unshaken among the piled rub- 
ble of tlieir lives. But he dared not look it boldly in the face. 
Instead, he put it aside, buried it for later examination. Once 
more he concentrated his mind on the high words coming from 
the further side of the door. 

“Give me some proof . . . You have no proof, Leonie. You’ve 
been listening to a lot of gossip, and you’ve believed it. You al- 
ways get into a panic where your children are concerned. See, 
now, you’re hesitating . . . you can’t produce a shred of 
evidence. . . 

“Because I’m sorry for you. . . 



12 


THE UNKNOWN SEA 


The voice with which Leonie broke in on her victim’s outburst 
was calm and determined. She had made up her mind to do what 
she had set out to do, no matter what the cost. Her children’s 
patrimony was at stake. She began again. To Denis and to Rose 
it was as though someone were raining heavy blows upon a 
prostrate body. Their mother had abandoned all resistance. 
Rose clasped her brother’s arm. She was no longer crying. 
“Poor mummy,” she said: “We must go to her.” But neither of 
them ventured to make a move. 

“It hurts me to have to cause you pain. ... If it wasn’t for my 
children. . . . But you’d have had to know sooner or later. . . . 
Regina Lorati let the cat out of the bag to my son Gaston . . . the 
dancer at the Grand Theatre, you know. . . . What has she got to 
do with it? Are you serious, my poor dear? You can’t tell me 
you didn’t know? . . . What’s the use of pretending you’re sur- 
prised . . . though I do understand how you must be feeling. . . . 
But, darling, you did, surely, realize that Oscar was keeping the 
woman ... on a princely scale, too. . . . You cant not have 
known . . . why, it was common talk — her carriages, her liveried 
servants, her villa at Mouleau, her house in the Rue de Pessac 
furnished from floor to attic with antiques. . . . Do you mean to 
tell me honestly that you didnti . . . For Heaven’s sake, don’t 
faint! Now, if ever, you’ve got to keep a level head. . . . What’s 
that? . . . I’ve got no proof? . . . You will go harping on that ... as 
though I should want to wish you harm! . . . My dear, I am so 
sorry for you, really I am. But don’t you see, as I told you before, 
the Lorati creature showed Gaston your husband’s letters to her. 
... He wanted her to run away with him to South America, if 
you must have it. . . . It’s awful, I know, for you to hear such 
things, but it’s still more awful for me to have to tell you. It must 
be done, though . . . and now you know the truth about Oscar. 
Of course Gaston’s her lover . . . that* s no news to me! ... A fine 
state of affairs, you say? . . . What on earth does it matter? You 
don’t suppose I thought that my son was a disembodied 
angel? . . .” 
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Denis and Rose, pressed close up against the door, were listen- 
ing to what sounded Uke the whimpering noises made by a 
complete stranger. 

‘‘Please go away, L^onie: I can’t stand any more. . . .” 

The cool, the passionless executioner, now that the blow was 
delivered, now that the duty had been accomplished, had become 
milder. The moment had gone for loud words. No longer was 
the voice raised and angry. It spoke now with an obstinate, a 
patient insistence. 

“I am not going until you have given me the four hundred 
tliousand francs which belong to my sons. . . . Don’t talk non- 
sense: of course you’ve got authority — full authority. I’ve already 
taken counsel’s opinion on the point. . . . What you brought to 
your husband as dowry is your own. Your father was a shrewd, 
far-seeing man. But even if the settlement had provided for the 
joint holding only of property acquired after marriage, the 
situation would be precisely the same. Your personal fortune is 
intact, and I want you to sign a deed in my sons’ favour. I’ve got 
the draft here witli me. It was drawn up by Maitre Lacoste and 
merely requires your signature . . . here, in the margin . . . 
initials will do. ... I know you think I’m being very hard, 
Lucienne, but what I’m doing, I’m doing for my children’s 
sake. • . • You’ll feel so much easier in your mind when the whole 
thing’s settled. . . .” 

“But it’s not my money — it belongs to my family. I am sure 
that what you’re asking me to do is quite illegal. . . .’’ 

“Don’t let that worry you. Maitre Lacoste knows precisely 
how matters stand. ... If you like to take me to court, that’s 
your affair. The important^ thing at the moment is tliat you 
should sign. . . . You’d much better make up your mind to do as 
I say. I’m sure you don’t want to compel me to call your children 
as witnesses. They d realize soon enough how things stand. . . . 
What’s that? ... a lot of baseless rumours, you say? Possibly. But 
if it turns out that there is no truth in what people are saying, your 
husband has only to give me back tlie money and we’ll never 
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mention the matter again. But don't forget, Gaston has actually 
seen the letters. . . . Besides, for the last few days everyone's been 
talking. Sit down, do. This is no moment for fainting: here, at 
your desk. . . 

“I must take advice. . . .” 

‘‘From whom? From your husband? He’s at L^ognan, waiting 
for the Lorati woman. But she won’t turn up for the very good 
reason that she is at Monte Carlo with Gaston. . . . Why not go 
and see Oscar? — ^there is no risk of any awkwardness. . . .” 

“Give me time at least to talk things over with Julien . . . he’s 
at tlie Fredy-Duponts’. ...” 

“I am not going to wait until he comes back. You’ve got to 
sign. What harm will it do you? The money would melt away 
quickly enough in Oscar’s hands . . . I’m under no illusions about 
him! It would merely go to other creditors, and it is a great deal 
better that my sons should get the benefit of what’s left. . . . 
You’ll sign all right in tlie long rim, so why waste time?” 

Leonie paused for breath. She hesitated before playing her last 
card, but finally realizing that Oscar’s life might be at stake: 
“You ought to be on your way to L6ognan at this very 
moment,” she said: “My poor dear, what are you waiting for? 
Surely you know there’s nothing a man won’t do when he’s got 
his back to the wall?” 

“What do you mean, Leonie? Oh, heavens! — ^here we sit 
talking, while . . .” 

Rose and Denis could hear nothing now but the sound of sobs 
and a single phrase repeated over and over again with urgency, 
almost with supplication and a persuasiveness that verged on 
tenderness: “Come now, sign: pleascy sign, my poor, dear 
Lucienne ... get it off your mind. You’ll feel so much better, and 

you’ll be free then to go straight oflf to Leognan It’s not too 

late even now to save him. . . . But you must sign first . . . there, 
and there: initials will do — .” 

The sobs grew less frequent. There was the sound of a chair 
being dragged across the carpet. The bureau creaked. They could 
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hear a shuffling of papers. In the ensuing silence, L^onie Costa- 
dot's voice was plainly audible. 

"^Thafs done. . . . I’m afraid the business isn’t finished yet, but 
the hardest part is over. . . . Who knows? — ^I may be quite 
wrong, after all. . . . Perhaps Oscar’s just been playing a trick 
on Regina Lorati, or perhaps she was lying to Gaston so as to 
frighten him into doing something . . . one never knows with 
creatures like that ... in which case the signature will commit 
you to nothing. . . .” 

Her mind was at rest now. The tension had slackened. She 
stuffed into her bag the document which for years to come Oscar 
Revolou’s creditors were to attack unsuccessfully. She put her 
arm about her bruised and battered friend. 

“My poor, poor dear ... are you sure there’s nothing I can do 
for you? . . 


II 

1 EONIE, on leaving the Revolous’ house, walked quickly, 
in spite of her corpulence, along the deserted Cours du 
Chapeau Rouge. Her state of mental intoxication was un- 
accompanied by any sense of shame. She clove her way through 
the fog, revelling in its smell, and clasping to her body the bag 
which contained the deed. She had won back part of her 
children’s patrimony, and gloried in her victory. The document, 
duly signed, was there. With that in her possession — said Msutre 
Lacoste — the battle was as good as won. True, the struggle 
had been horrible, the duty hard. . . . Poor Lucienne, what dread- 
ful times lay ahead of her! 

It was OEily by dint of making a considerable effort that she 
could achieve a softer mood, could induce in herself a mood of 
compunction which was far from being spontaneous The 
thought that once, as a young girl, she had been heartbroken 
because she could not marry Oscar Revolou, made her shudder. 
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She might so easily have been in Luciennc’s shoes tonight . . . 
‘ though it*s true that if I'd been his wife, I should have been able 
to exercise some control, could have staved off the worst of the 
blunders. With me beside him he would have steered a straighter 
course All the same, a business-man of genius I knew per- 

fectly well what I was doing when 1 entrusted all that money to 
him. ... He was more than capable of “squeezing the last 
drop.” . . . The greatest mistake he ever made was when he mar- 
ried Leonie Willy-Durand. With her high and mighty airs she 
antagonized everybody, and yet, poor dear, was such a little bore 
that he started deceiving her almost at once. . . Oscar. . . . She 
could see him in imagination waiting out tliere at Leognan for 
Regina Lorati, only to be confronted by Lucienne at die very 
moment that Regina and Gaston were on their way to Monte 
Carlo. . . . 

She was ashamed of the pleasure that the thought gave her and 
drove it from her mind. She despised herself for the pride she 
took in her son’s successes with women, but, in spite of herself, 
could not altogether resist the temptation. Gaston ... he, at any 
rate, would have been proud of her this evening, would have ad- 
mired her pluck. . • . Unfortunately, though, it was not that 
dearly beloved figure that she would find waiting for her at 
home, but the other two — Robert and Pierrot. 

She began to walk more slowly, not only because she was 
slighdy out of breath, but also because she was no longer anxious 
to reach her goal. She began to wonder how best to explain what 
had occurred, and the mere fact that she had got to find an ex- 
planation made her angry. That really was too much ! Here she 
was, having saved their patrimony at the cost of a hideous, a 
harrowing scene, and she’d got to trump up some excuse, behav- 
ing as though she were a criminal! She knew them only too well 
. . . or did she? No, perhaps, on second thoughts, she did not 
know them at all. 

It was not difference of outlook that poisoned her relations 
with the two younger boys. Gaston and she never agreed about 
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anything, but there was an instinctive sympathy between them. 
Rake though he was, leading a life at odds with all that his mother 
held sacred, he understood her, she him. The other two were 
serious and hard-working, but somehow she could never feel 
certain of what their reactions would be. 

At this moment, for instance, she had the consciousness that she 
was safe from all attack. The money she was taking back with her 
was money left by their father to his sons. She felt pride in the 
fact that she had been true to a sacred trust, had fought hard, and 
had won. The money would, in any case, have been lost to 
Lucienne, for it would have gone to other creditors: ‘Far better 
that my children should get the benefit of it. I’m not blind to the 
clement of horror in this expedition of mine at dead of night and 
in such circumstances. But there is nothing to be afraid of I shall 
just tell them what is perfectly true, that I’ve probably been 
instrumental in saving Oscar Revolou’s life. . . . Thanks to me, 
Lucienne has gone to Leognan. ... I only hope she won’t be too 
late. . . .’ 

Yes, the more she diought of the business, the less did she see 
what effective answer the two boys could possibly make to her 
representations. Her best course would be to feign amazement. 
“What!” — she would say, “don’t I get so much as a word of 
thanks?” That they would be indignant she did not for a moment 
doubt ... for tliere was one element she was deliberately 
leaving out of account — Robert’s feeling for Rose Revolou, and 
Pierrot’s friendship (though that was less serious) for young 

Denis Less serious? . . . well that remained to be seen. Robert 

was flabby, spineless . . . but Pierrot was capable of acting like a 
lunatic in moments of crisis. She was often quite genuinely 
frightened of him . . . with his head stuffed full of sick fancies, and 
those ridiculous poems he was for ever scribbling. . . . Robert 
must realize that, in any case, this idea of marriage would have to 
be abandoned. Quite apart from the possible disgrace and the 
certain ruin of tlie Revolous, it would be years be53re he could 
qualify as a doctor, finish walking tlie hospitals and get through 
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all his examinations. ... He wouldn't be making a living before he 
was thirty. . . . If he really cared for the girl (yes, that was the line 
to take) it was his bounden duty to leave her free and not to 
compromise her future. 

Leonie Costadot and her family occupied the ground and first 
floors of a large house. It occurred to her suddenly, as she was 
going upstairs, that Robert, too, would almost certainly be at die 
Fredy-Duponts' Ball. . . . ‘But as soon as he notices that Rose 
isn't there, he’ll come back. . . . This afternoon, he was already 
worrying about some of the rumours that were going round.' 

No, Robert had not yet returned. She did not wait to take oflf 
her hat and her fur coat, but went straight to her desk, opened it, 
and took out the key to the safe which was built into the far end 
of the bed, “disguised” — as Pierrot was fond of saying — “as a 
night-table.” A range of sham drawers hid the heavy steel door. 
She made the “combination” which acted as an “open-sesame,” 
and put the deed which Lucienne Revolou had signed on one o£ 
the shelves. Then, taking a lamp, she went along the passage 
which led to the boys’ rooms. 

A light was showing underneath Pierrot's door. She entered, as 
always, without knocking. Pierrot had fallen asleep while reading 
in bed — a by no means unusual occurrence. His book had dropped 
from his hand on to the coverlet. He lay propped against the 
pillows in an uncomfortable position. With his head thrown back 
and his neck extended, he looked as though he were about to 
have his throat cut. A pencil, a pile of papers, and a large open 
notebook, handsomely bound in leather, lay beside him. A low 
standard lamp shone on the page which was covered with the 
careful, copper-plate handwriting in which he made his fair copies. 
Raising a pair of lorgnettes, Leonie read the verses. The expres- 
sion on her face was one of hostility. The words seemed simple 
enough, but their sense escaped her. 

“He sleeps! ... 1*11 force the Gods to hold their peace. 

About the dreaming Atys I will make 

The world a nothingness. So shall deep slumber take 
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Life’s fret &om him, and all his limbs at ease 

Shall lie like serpents aping death, nor wake 

From their long clasp of earth.” Shaken she stood 

While he slept on, as hree from crime and passion as a God. 

“What is he trying to say? What does it all mean?” she won- 
dered. Why should she be so conscious of a sense of irritation? 

“The muted flics shall turn their dozing hum 
To a soft lullaby made noisy by the crow 
Of some far-distant cock. Into his sleep has come 
No thought of lowering skies, nor can his slow 
Senses heed my rain-drenched fragrance. Dumb 
To his ears are all the dripping leaves. 

The nymph Sangaris whom he now receives 
Moves in dim waters that no slumber charms. 

What formless thing am I whom Ocean frets, 

Who cannot in the circle of my arms 
Contain him? — A queen about whose forehead wide 
Dark weeds and coloured ooze are left by each sad murmuring 
tide?” 

Whence rose in her this deep fury, this shameful longing to 
destroy and tear in pieces the notebook in its handsome English 
binding? She did not know — ^nor yet that this barely controlled 
violence was similar to that which moved her son. Little did she 
realize that now, when what she felt was almost hatred, the two 
of them were most ahke, not in the movement of the head or 
heart, but in that* impulse to destroy which, at this very instant, 
she set herself to coimter by moving from the table and pressing 
her face for a moment to the window-pane. 

“Who’s there?” cried Pierrot in a waking panic. 

“It’s only me. . . . Isn’t Robert back yet?” 

“He can’t be long now I expect he just looked in for news 

and came away again at once . . .” 

Pierrot yawned, showing his wide-spaced teeth. 

“Have you got any, mother?” 

“Yes, I’ve just left them.” 

“D’you mean to say you’ve actually been to the Place dc la 
Bourse?” 
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Wide awake now, he fixed her with a baleful and mistrustful 
stare. 

“It was my duty to go.” 

‘What a hypocrite!’ he drought to himself. 

Yet his mother had never felt so certain of having performed a 
duty, the duty of a watchful administrator with her sons* interests 
at heart ... to say nothing of the fact that she had been able to 
warn Lucienne. 

“And it was just as well that I did. You’ll hardly believe it, but 
the poor creature had absolutely no idea. . . . She’s been desper- 
ately worried for weeks, of course, but it had never occurred to 
her that the crisis was actually on top of them ...” 

“What did you say to her?” 

Already, Leonie Costadot was on the defensive. What right 
had he, she asked, to question his mother in that tone of voice? 
Anyone would think that he suspected her. . . . 

“Not at all, mother: I was merely asking . . .” 

“I refuse to give an account of my actions to a graceless young 
puppy. ... I shall speak to your brother as soon as he comes in. 
Go to sleep, and don’t let me hear another word from you!” 

She left the room, taking the lamp with her. It was not anger 
that prompted the move. She realized tliat she had much better 
see Robert alone, out of hearing of tliis high-spirited young 
fanatic. , 

Scarcely had she got into her dressing-gown than she heard the 
sound of Robert’s hesitant fumbling with his latchkey. She 
coughed so as to let him know that she was still awake and 
waiting. He was carrying an overcoat on his arm. She made a 
mental note, as always, that dress-clotlies suited him, that his slim 
figure gave him a far more elegant appearance than Gaston, who 
was inclined to be dumpy. Though she preferred the type 
exemplified by her elder son, she could not, in justice, deny that 
Robert had an air of greater refinement and breeding. . . . 

“Naturally,” he said, in the slow, uncertain tones that always 
got on his mother’s nerves, “she wasn’t at the Ball. I saw Julien 
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Rcvolou in the distance, but couldn’t get a word with him* I 
gather that some of his friends had made it pretty obvious that he 
wasn’t wanted. ... So I hurried round to the Place de la Bourse, 
but they had just left.” 

At this moment Pierrot entered the room in his pyjamas, bare- 
footed and with tousled hair. Madame Costadot turned on him. 

“I drought I told you to go to sleep. . . .” 

“I don’t sleep just because you tell me to.” 

Robert pulled him up short: “There’s no need to be rude, 
Pierrot. ...” 

The boy broke in on him: 

“I don’t mind betting she’s afraid to tell you where shes come 
from, where shes been tonight. . . .” 

“I won’t have you saying ‘she’ like that when you arc discuss- 
ing me in my presence!” 

But Pierrot pressed his point. Unknown to them, he said, she 
had been spending the evening at the Place de la Bourse. 

Robert turned to his mother, a look of consternation on his 
handsome face. 

“That’s not true, is it, mamma?” 

“Why should it not be true?” she asked defiantly. 

“Did you see Monsieur Revolou?” 

“No, he has gone to Leognan. I knew that, and I knew why, 

though Lucienne did not Now do you understand? I warned 

her. It’s entirely owing to me that she has gone to him. ... He 
may have been contemplating suicide, in which case I have prob- 
ably saved his life.” 

Robert heaved a sigh. 

“Then, since Monsieur Revolou was not there, you weren’t 
able to talk about the money ” 

L^onic Costadot made no reply. Robert heard his brother 
mutter: 

“You don’t think she did herself out of that treat, do you?” 

“Say that again, louder, so that we can all hear.” 

“I said it was unlikely that you’d done yourself out of the 
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pleasure of discussing the money. . . . That was the only reason 
you went there. . . 

Things were going just as she had been afraid they would. 
Robert and Pierre stood confronting her like judges on the 
bench. Had Gaston been there he would have been filled with 
admiration of what she had done, would have thanked her. 
Well then, war was declared: impossible now to avoid it. At 
least she had justice on her side. 

She took the initiative and attacked at once. “It isn’t a question 
of my money, but of yours, of your father’s. Had it been mine, I 
might have been generous. . . 

Robert interrupted her. Since the money was theirs, theirs, 
too, was the right not to claim it. . . . 

“You are forgetting Gaston — to whom your motive does not 
apply. You are forgetting that Pierrot is only eighteen, and that 
until he comes of age, I, his mother and trustee, must protect 
his interests even in the teeth of his wishes. . . 

“What it amounts to,” Robert was obdurate, “is that you 
tortured them unnecessarily, since Monsieur Revolou had gone 
away . . 

She turned pitying eyes on him. Was there ever such a fool? 
There are no more helpless creatures in the world than young 
men who think they have the wings of eagles. 

“There is no need for you to get in such a state. Lucienne and I 
discussed the situation in a perfectly amicable way.” 

Robert wanted to know whether Rose had been present. 
Madame Costadot shook her head. 

“What about Denis?” asked Pierrot. 

No; both the children had left the room. She was trying to find 
some way of explaining how well she had succeeded. It really 
was incredible that she should have to wear gloves in her dealings 
with these two young idiots, that she should have to go to all this 
trouble just in order to announce the perfectly simple fact that 
their man of business was faced with ruin, but that, thanks to her, 
they would not be a penny the worse for it. 
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‘‘Lucienne, I must say, behaved very well, and with great 
dignity. She saw at once that her husband had a very special 
obligation in the case of orphans . . 

“What orphans? were not orphans” — ^protested Pierrot. 

Ever since his childhood he had detested the words “orphan 
boys” — “orphanage” — “orphan girls.” 

“She volunteered the information that the sum in question, the 
money due to us, was just precisely the amount of her private 
fortime, to do with as she likes — four hundred thousand francs.” 

“How extremely convenient!” exclaimed Pierrot. His mother 
took no notice of this piece of insolence. The consciousness that 
she had been led by imperceptible degrees into a lie was causing 
her acute embarrassment. It was not in her nature to tell lies. But 
she had been forced to do so by this pair of “simpletons,” as 
Gaston called them. 

“Four hundred thousand francs!” there was a strange note in 
Robert's voice. “She can't have had that much in the house, 
surely?” 

He really was too innocent! Leoniq Costadot answered with a 
shrug: 

“Of course she hadn’t . . . not ready to her hand. All I wanted 
was her signature. . . .” 

“But it wouldn’t be legal . . .” 

“You can set your mind at rest on that score. We may be taken 
to Court by the other creditors — we probably shall be. . . . I’m 
prepared for that, and we are bound to win.” 

He said nothing, and she was beginning to feel that her fight 
was as good as won. 

“You don’t suppose I acted without first taking advice, do 
you? 1 thrashed the whole matter out with Maitre Lacostc. 
Everything that can be done has been done. . . .” 

Their silence was beginning to get on her nerves. An ocean 
separated her and them. What good would it do to carry on a 
shouted conversation across that simdering flood? 

The two brothers were seated side by side on an ottoman at the 



24 


THE UNKNOWN SEA 


foot of the bed. Both were leaning forward, and the lamplight 
caught their reddish hair, Pierrot’s with the hint of a wave in it, 
and all rough from recent sleep, Robert’s carefully smoothed and 
parted, and curling slightly at the nape of his neck. 

“As soon as I get my share,” said Robert, “I shall just give it 
back.” 

“Not so quick,” replied Leonie. “You get nothing but the 
residuary right to the capital. The life-interest is mine.” 

“You don’t say so!” sneered Pierrot. At that, her temper burst 
its bounds. 

“This contempt of money is all very fine, but how, may I ask, 
do you think you live? Have you the slightest idea, Robert, what 
that very becoming dress-suit cost? As for you, Pierrot, who do 
nothing but grumble when there is only cold meat for supper, 
has it ever occurred to you to look at the bills I have to settle with 
your bookseller and binder? Gaston costs me a pretty penny, but 
at least he knows it, apologizes and is grateful. He doesn’t pre- 
sume to sit in judgment on me. I suppose you think of me as a 
woman completely without ideals, a woman who thinks of 
nothing but detaching dividend vouchers and getting in her rents, 
while you stalk through life with your head in the clouds, and pay 
Heaven knows how much for a lot ot rubbishy books. . . . All 
I’m good for is to fill your stomachs, warm your bodies, light your 
rooms, find you in clothes, and provide wages for the servants 
without whom you would be lost! You ought to be ashamed of 
taking this high and mighty line with a mother who never spends 
a penny on herself. You’re ready enough to laugh at my shabby 
furs and home-made dresses. This fortune for which you show so 
fine a scorn, but are only too ready to enjoy, was built up by your 
grandparents. They slaved and stinted all their lives in order that 
you might have an easier time tlian they had. ... It should be 
sacred to you. ...” 

She felt that she had said enough, that she had driven her nail 
home. Robert stammeringly protested that it wasn’t his fault if it 
took so long to become a doctor. His mother, the first heat of her 
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anger past, replied that she wasn’t blaming him, that he had all 
his life before him, and that the important thing was that he 
should make a success of it. 

“But this little fool,” she went on, raising her voice and turning 
to Pierrot, “is still young enough to be disciplined. I’m not going 
to have him going on as he’s doing now.” 

Pierrot hung his head. The more his mother saw that her shafts 
were going home, the more recklessly did she shoot. It was all 
very nice, all very pleasant, spending his life just scribbling verses. 

. . . but there was no future in poetry. A man couldn’t live on it, 

even when it was good But when, as in his case, it meant Just 

nothing at all . . . 

Pierrot jumped up and left the room without looking at her. 
Sobered now, she stopped talking, conscious of a faint sense of 
shame. Perhaps she had been wrong to say all that, but he did 
really put her beside herself. 

“You were wrong,” said Robert; “you ought to remember 
how young he is. . . .” 

“What has his age got to do with it? He’s no different from 
other boys.” 

“Yes, he is.” 

She protested. What he needed was a man in the house to keep 
him in order. Deep in her heart, Leonie knew that he was differ- 
ent, but she would not admit that he lived on a higher level than 
the rest of them. Herself the daughter, grand-daughter and 
daughter-in-law of great merchants who had been the boast and 
glory of the city, she had inherited a pretty clear idea of what a 
man should be. She thought she knew what people meant when 
they said — “so-and-so is somebody,'^ 

“Well,” she concluded, “there’s nothing left for me to do but 
apologize for bringing you the gift of a fortune. ... I rather ex- 
pected you to take this attitude . . . still . . .” 

“How could you think that this money would mean anything 
to me? I have lost everything that makes life worth Hving. . . 

It pleased her to hear him speak like that though her heart was 



26 


THE UNKNOWN SEA 


touched with pity. For once she rejoiced that he was so weak- 
willed. He had put the whole question of this marriage out of his 
mind already, had given up the Revolou girl without a struggle. 
Careful now to avoid a frontal attack she began to commiserate 
Rose ... a victim, and so charming that one might perhaps have 
overlooked the disgrace attaching to her name. But he must 
realize that he was in no position to set up a home of his own. 
Before this awful thing had happened, the Revolous had made it 
clear that they intended to provide for the young couple, but 
now. . . . 

Robert weakly ventured a suggestion: “Couldn’t we live 
here?” 

“You must be mad! — Where? — ^in your room? And what’s to 
happen when the babies start coming? Besides, you seem to for- 
get that you would have the whole family round your neck . . . 
or rather, I should have them round mine, . . . Come, you’ve 
got to face facts like a man. I know it’s hard on you” — she said in 
conclusion, and put her arm round the shoulder of the great over- 
grown boy who was now quite openly sobbing. 

Robert knew that she was basing her hopes on his weakness, 
knew, too, that she would not be disappointed in her calculations. 
What answer could he make? — ^that with Rose beside him he felt 
a different man, full of hope and courage? If he put droughts like 
that into words, his modier would riddle them in a moment. . . . 

Before going to his room, he looked in on Pierrot to have a few 
last words with him. 

He found his brother sitting up in bed. “Go to sleep, old man. 
It’s past midnight.” 

Without a glance at him, the boy snarled out: 

“Their filthy money! . . .” 

“We’re all at cross-purposes,” groaned Robert. “Poor mamma 
thought she had acted for the best this evening. What she did, she 
did as head of the family. I’m not sure she wasn’t right to think us 
ungrateful. . . .” 
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“That’s not the point . . Pierrot shook his head and stared in 
front of him. “I resent her being in the right, or rather, what I 
resent is that I had no answer to give her. I hate our money be- 
cause it makes me into a prisoner. There’s just no way out at all. 
I’ve thought the whole thing over. No one ever scapes from 
money. We live in a world that’s made of money. Mother’s right 
there. To rebel against money is to set oneself at odds with the 
very nature of the world, of life itself. . . . There are only two 
courses open, either to change the face of the earth . . . there’s 
always that . . .’’ 

“How do you mean?” 

“The revolution ... or, there’s God.” 

The grandiose words filled the stuffy little room with its litter 
of books, reproductions of pictures and casts of Greek sculpture. 
Robert, still standing, pressed the boy’s head to his side. 

“Don’t say silly things like tliat. . . .” 

Pierrot made no reply, but hid his face against his elder 
brother. The latter made no move, but let his eyes wander to the 
bedside table and the notebook still open at the page which, but a 
short while ago, their mother had deciphered. He read and re- 
read the lines he saw there. 

What formless thing am I whom Ocean frets, 

Who cannot in the circle of my arms 

Contain him? — A queen about whose forehead wide 

Dark weeds and coloured ooze are left by each sad murmuring tide? 

“Listen,” said Pierrot suddenly, clinging to Robert’s shoulders. 
“You mustn’t let her down . . . you won’t, will you? ... you 
won’t let Rose Revolou down?” 

The young man sighed and loosed his brother’s grasp. 

“What can I do? You’ve said yourself that we’re bound hand 
and foot.” 
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Jk S soon as Leonie had left the house, clutching the deed 
yLA like a trophy, Lucienne Rcvolou went into Rose’s room. 
JL Not a hair of her head was out of place, and high on the 
piled chignon the emerald star still glittered. But she had taken off 
her diamond necklace and her rings. Denis could see them lying 
in the open bag from which she kept on taking out a handker- 
chief, and dabbing at her eyes. The children were beyond 
noticing anything but her tears. Tears on the cheeks of that 
all-powerful being — their mother! To have thrown themselves 
into her arms would have been to do something of which, in their 
timidity, they were incapable. 

suppose you heard?” she said. 

It was Denis who put into vivid words what he had been 
feeling for the last ten minutes, the sensation he had had of lying, 
crushed but still living, beneath a weight of ruins. 

“We’re buried alive!” 

Rose, her face hidden in her pillow, was sobbing quietly. It 
was self-pity that her tears expressed, and grief for her love, for 
the happiness which would never now be hers. 

Madame Revolou addressed herself to Denis as tliough he 
were a grown man. She asked him what they had better do next. 

“Go to Leognan at once, and pick Julien up on the way, at tlie 
Fredy-Duponts’.” 

“Please . . .” she begged: “I can’t go there — everyone’ll know 
what’s happened.” 

Denis said that he would slip into the house by the back door. 
As it happened, however, they were spared this ordeal. Just as the 
three of them were getting into die carriage, Julien turned up, 
still in evening clothes, but pale as a sheet. Several of his friends 
had advised him to go home. “This is no place for you,” they had 
said. “Better go straight back.” 
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In the carriage, Madame Revolou gave him an account of the 
whole hateful scene. She had to shout in order to make herself 
heard above the rattling of the wheels on the cobbles. He ap- 
peared to be completely stunned, stunned as only a young man 
:an be for whom the values of this world are absolute, whose 
correct manners and elegant bearing are matters of general 
admiration. He sat there, polishing his monocle like a mechanical 
doll, and when he spoke in his sharp nasal tones it was only to 
quote figures. 

He was trying to estabUsh the scale on which Regina Lorad 
had been living: 

“The horses and servants alone,” he said, “must have repre- 
sented, at the lowest reckoning — ” 

That phrase, “at the lowest reckoning,” kept on cropping up 
in his talk. He seemed carried away by this passion for figures^ 
seemed to be clinging to it as for safety. What had happened 
affected him more nearly than any of the others. It was as though, 
mortally wounded, he did not yet realize that he had been hit— 
he whose nod, whose handshake, was a prize to be fought for, he 
the eldest of the Revolou boys, the member of the Union Club, 
the biggest matrimonial catch in the place. . . . 

“Whatever happens, we’ll pay up,” he said, not once, but 
many times. 

He began again his juggling with figures. The practice was 
worth so much. . . . Then there was Leognan and the house on 
the Place de la Bourse. . . . His mother refrained from pointing 
out that in all probability both properties were mortgaged. In the 
absence of any response, his ardour began to cool. His flat head, 
with its thin hair, jerked to the bumping rhythm of their progress. 

Suddenly, Madame Revolou exclaimed in a loud voice: 

• “No, he can’t do that — it would be the last straw!” 

The children, with the exception of Rose still penned in her 
prison of despair, realized that she was thinking of possible 
suicide. It had been unceasingly present to the minds of the two 
boys. J alien, as a man of the world, took the view that it might be 
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better, in certain circumstances, to disappear entirely, like a 
gambler slipping unnoticed from a room where he has been 
caught cheating. Denis saw the prospect in a different light. He 
was still young enough to feel the thrill of any dramatic occur- 
rence. He had a secret love of the catastrophic. So far from put- 
ting the idea from him, he gave it scope, convinced (contrary to 
the daily evidence of fact) that a tragedy anticipated never hap- 
pens. When we have a presentiment — he believed — it scarcely 
ever coincides with the actual. He began to set the scene in imagi- 
nation — tlie great gates wide open, the staff in a state of collapse, 
the Persian carpets muddied by policemen’s boots. 

Their mother continued with her monologue. “If he does that 
to me! . . .” she said, as though oblivious of the fact that the 
wretched man would first have done it to himself. But she had 
been his wife — not, perhaps, for very long, still . . . his woman^ 
however indifferent she had fancied herself to be to his caresses. 
And now, curiously, it was in the frigidity of her flesh that she 
felt the wound. The fear that he might be dead struck to her 
heart. She called to the coachman through tlie speaking-tube, 
bidding him go faster. 

They were driving now along a road which had long been 
associated in the children’s minds with the idea of holidays. The 
sound of hooves and rattling wheels was waking suburbs which, 
till now, Denis had seen only in the July dusk of prize day. 
Gusts of rainy wind were fluttering the torn remnants of a poster 
announcing a bull-fight. He remembered having noticed it the 
summer before. Here and there the window of a wine-shop 
glowed through tlie darkness, revealing an interior with men 
clustered about a bar. He had taken Rose’s hand in his — the hand 
which would never now be given to Robert in marriage. Just to 
be on the safe side, he added a few final touches to the imagined 
scene of suicide, convmced that m a few more minutes he would 
find tlie house as usual plunged in sleep. 

“Besides,” he said out loud, “Landin must have got there by 
this time. We can trust Landin ” 
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Landin!” his mother’s voice expressed angry annoy- 
ance. 

“He’s the man who runs the show, don’t make any mistake 
about that!’’ said Julien. “Father’s been utterly dependent on him 
for years.’’ 

“I’m sure he’s up to something. I only wish I knew what it 
»» 

was. . . . 

“A bad lot ... I bet hes pretty well covered. . . .’’ 

“And in more ways than one — . There are some people who 
are going to get more than ruin out of this business. . . .” 

Both motlier and son, though they had no proof of misde- 
meanour, were bitter against Landin. They were actuated by 
nothing more specific than violent dislike. Denis, on the other 
hand, though he felt nothing but disgust for the senior clerk, had, 
like many boys of his age, a passion for justice. But he did not, on 
this occasion, raise his voice in protest. Landin meant nothing to 
him. They were drawing near the end of their journey. The 
smells of the countryside in winter came to him witli a little shock 
of surprise. Life was going to be different from what he had ex- 
pected. Life , . . life would go on. Suddenly he felt Rose’s head 
upon his shoulder. She had drained herself of tears, and was no 
longer crying. 

The carriage turned into the lane which skirted the park and 
led to the stable entrance. It was inconceivable that the scene of 
tragedy, mounted with so much care by Denis, could possibly 
turn out to be real. He knew perfectly well tliat there was no 
such tiling as the gift of prophecy. The sound of the wheels on 
tlie gravel brought nothing but happy holiday memories. Had he 
been a musician, had he ever composed tliat opera of wliich 
Pierrot Costadot was forever dreaming, it should have formed 
one of the leading themes of his overture. The carriage lamps 
shone on the park wall. Here and there the black limbs of trees 
protruded through tumbled gaps. A few dead leaves hung in 
tatters from brandies spread in an attitude of threat or supplica- 
tion. He pressed his nose to the window and greedily drank in the 



32 


THE UNKNOWN SEA 


reassuring evidences of the night. Sleep and rest was the message 
of this blackness in a world where nothing happened. 

But — oh, God! Already fact and fiction had joined hands. 
Already his fantasies were taking substance and stepping down to 
greet him. So bright did die house look with all its windows lit, 
that at first he thought it must be on fire. A great splash of 
radiance lay upon the rain-drenched steps. 

“Somcdiing*s happened . . said Julien uncertainly. 

Lucienne Revolou was muttering over and over again what 
sounded like a prayer: 

“Don’t let it be that . . . don’t let him have done that.” 

Denis believed that he was about to look on a dead man, that 
he would be forced to see something be never yet had seen, the 
very thought of which froze him with horror. The chance 
meeting with a hearse in the street, the sense of an invisible 
presence supine beneath a lid, a sheet, had always been enough to 
send him scuttling up a side turning. So violent was this sense of 
repulsion that, at L^ognan, he would never go into the empty 
room where his grandfather had died while he himself was still in 
the cradle. He had, however, screwed his courage to the point of 
pushing the door ajar, of poking his head into the dim interior 
which smelt of furniture and cloves, of taking a long look at the 
empty bed in which the incredible mystery had once been accom- 
plished. The curtain hanging from tlie tester had seen it happen, 
and every chair and table. The clock had stopped when the old 
man’s heart had ceased to beat. The mere fact tliat they had shared 
in that agony of mortal passing, in that journey into nothingness, 
endowed the objects in the room with a sort of reality at second 
hand. They had welcomed the grim visitor. . . . No, oh, no. . . . 
Death was not a person. . . .With a devil one could talk, with the 
worst of monsters one could reach some sort of understanding, 
make some kind of bargain. . . . Death was horrible just because it 
was nothing, because it had no existence, because it smothered all 
it touched, turned everything to emptiness. The bed, the curtains, 
the furniture, the clock, the mirror, the table with its greenish 
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doth — all had been washed by the flood of timelessness which, 
ebbing, had left on them the standing pools and marks of— 
nothing. 

Poor Denis. Once, to have gone into the room where someone 
had died when he was bom would have meant adventure. He 
was quite convinced now that he would sec his father in one of 
those attitudes which had been haunting his imagination all 
through the long drive thither — collapsed over a table with his 
face hidden, unless, of course, he had been laid out on a bed. 

Already the substance of his anticipations was turning out to be 
fact indeed. Cavailhes, the bailiff, had been on the look-out for 
them, and now made a sign to the coachman to pull up at the main 
gate. He brought out, one by one, all the remarks that Denis had 
earlier put into his mouth: “The inspector from Leognan won^t 
let us move the body yet. He would like to ask you a few ques- 
tions first, ma’am. . . . Would you believe it, no one so much as 
heard the shot. . . . Monsieur Landin is seeing to everything. . . 

The four Revolous stood beside the drive. Mother > and 
daughter were still in their evening frocks, over which they had 
thrown a couple of dark wraps. Their skirts hung trailing in the 
puddles. The carriage lamps, and the lantern which Cavailhes 
was carrying, illuminated the little group, revealing four faces 
and four hearts. Lconie was already immured within her grief. 
She hid behind it as behind a defensive wall. It was her privi- 
lege to take no count of practical details, to make complete sur- 
render to catastrophe. No one would blame her. Julien, stripped 
of everything on which he had leaned in this world for support, 
had become a mere rag of a man, an ageless creature with a re- 
ceding forehead, thinning hair and a weak chin: a short-sighted 
man who had lost his spectacles and could not bear to hear 
Cavailhes say — “You are the head of the family now, sir. . . . 
Monsieur Landin says that no one must decide anything without 
first consulting you. . . .” He protested. Let Landin arrange 
everything: whatever he did would be for the best. 
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“But, Julien,” said Rose, in tones of reproach, “Landin ought 
not to take our place.” 

In a perfectly firm voice she comforted and sustained her 
mother. Now that she had lost all, nothing could touch her any 
more. It was she who led the way to tlic house, who told 
Cavailhes to take charge of Denis and ask his wife to look after 
him (she had been the boy’s nurse). Did Denis, as he was carried 
away, really faint, or did he only pretend? Cavailhes showed no 
sign of weakening beneath the heavy weight of his sixteen-year- 
old load. With a firm step he crossed the garden and kicked open 
the door of his cottage. From behind closed eyes, the boy could 
hear his old nurse’s cry of alarm. He was laid on the bed and un- 
dressed. The smell of vinegar made him sneeze. He felt a hot brick 
at his feet. It was lovely lying there. Maria Cavailhes kept putting 
fresh compresses on his forehead. The room was full of the smell 
of rancid butter and preserves. He leaned his head against Maria’s 
bodice while she lulled him to sleep with a drone of words. The 
poor gentleman, she said, had had ten minutes in which to make 
his peace with God, and that was more than enough. Landin 
thought it would be possible to pay the creditors in full, and even, 
perhaps, to save Leognan — or at least the house. The land would 
have to be sold. 

That, from their point of view, was what really mattered. For 
years now the Cavailhes had been hoping that their cottage, with 
the kitchen-garden, would be made over to them in perpetuity. 
They would live there as freeholders, but would still look after 
the family. . . . From time to time, her man put in a word. The 
house, he said, without the land would fetch next to nothing. 
Nobody wanted a great barrack of a place these days. The money 
he had saved was his own: it couldn’t be touched. Monsieur 
Oscar had allowed him to use tlie outbuildings for storing his 
produce. He could show receipts for all the commission he had 
earned on sales properly signed and in order. . . . But Maria did 
not want to benefit from the Revolou tragedy to the extent or 
taking over the house And all the while, Denis was thinking 
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— “I shan’t be able to go to college now. . . . We shall live here in 
a world of vegetables and chickens.” 

Maria Cavailhes had tiptoed from the room leaving the 
lighted candle behind her. Lying there beneath the swollen 
eiderdown Denis dreamed of an idyllic life. His job would be to 
frighten away tlie birds and tend the snares. They would cat rye 
bread. No question now of Rose marrying, or not for years. 
Later, perhaps, much later. For the moment at least the question 
would be shelved. ... He breathed deeply and stretched his legs 
between the sheets. . . . But what about the dead man? . . . The 
next few days opened before him like a dreadful tunnel. He would 
be ill. People would say, “He’s so sensitive. . . .” But once the 
dead are safely in the grave they are forgotten. Everything slips 
back into a natural order. . . . 

Thus confusedly he dreamed. Not that he was a monster of 
perversity. It was just tliat he did not feel as yet in the substance of 
his body the sense of his father having gone from them for ever. 
He lay there in die great bed. The mattress stuffed with straw 
made a noise each time that he turned. The rough sheets were 
pleasant to the touch. The candle left by Maria had at first re- 
vealed only the red tiles of the floor, the blue and white striped 
chintz, and the faded figure of a lion on the strip of carpet. But 
now he saw a second bed in the corner opposite, and in it, hump- 
ing the counterpane, a huddled body from which came sounds of 
calm, mysterious breathing. 

It was die only other piece of furniture in the room. Sacks of 
grain stood piled in one comer, and some straw wrappings for 
bottles. Had he been alone, he would have felt frightened. But a 
breathing friendly warmth came from the recumbent body. He 
had no idea whether die comforring companion who lay so near 
to him was Irene, his foster-sister, the maid, or Isidore Cavailhes 
who was doing his military service at Tarbes but might well be 
home on leave. He turned over on to his right side and lay watch- 
ing the distant island, die 'continent that rose above a sea of 
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blankets, the vague smudge of hair that looked like a patch of 
tangled woodland. A cock crowed. Footsteps, murmurs of voices, 
a slammed door, bore witness to the fact that in the world outside 
the trivial human round was once again in motion. 

Soon the dawn would break. In Denis, fresh from sleep, the 
blood began to flow strongly, and in the young, mysterious body 
whose slumber filled the room with a cosy assurance of animal 
warmth. He had a vague feeling that perhaps the drama in which 
he was involved had no real importance, that it would in no vray 
affect the world’s established order. He was conscious, suddenly, 
of feeling intensely bored. He needed someone else’s awareness of 
his presence, and coughed in an attempt to wake the second 
sleeper. He raised his voice in audible complaint: “I feel so 
awfully i//!” — ^but the unknown, deep sunk in youth’s well of 
sleep, made no response. At length he got up, and shaking with 
cold, crept across the chilly tiles to the second bed. 

Even before he reached it he knew that its occupant was 
female. His nose told him that much. This was a woman, one of 
life’s great mysteries, death being the other. He was afraid that 
she might see him, and felt ashamed of his narrow chest and 
skinny body. He dressed hurriedly without bothering to wash. 

The kitchen door was open. The Cavailhes must have spent 
the night up at the house. Chrysanthemums looked ragged 
through the morning mist. The drive showed the recent marks of 
wheels. A dog fawned at him with muddy paws. He noticed a 
few nipped roses by the front steps. Should he go in? He must 
decide here and now. He took the plunge. 

On the Empire table in tlie hall a lamp, overlooked the evening 
before, was still burning. The effect in the dawn light was sinister. 
From behind the door of his lather’s study came the murmur of 
voices, the sound of a drawer being closed. The great leather 
couch was half hidden under a pile of sodden, faded hats and 
cheap overcoats. Denis knew that “he” must already have been 
put in the room on the first floor which looked on to the garden. 
The shutters had been lialf closed over the windows. 
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He climbed the stairs, his thoughts playing aimlessly about the 
memory of his father, of that father who had seemed to notice 
him so little, to have been without interest in his work and his 
triumphs, that figure which seemed always to have worn a mask. 
Polite questions had come from it which, somehow, seemed never 
to call for an answer. There had been moments, however, when 
the older man, coming suddenly on his son, had laid his hand 
upon his shoulder. The boy could remember clearly its brittle 
skin and nicotine-stained fingers, could see again the brown eyes 
with their puckered lids. They had shone with a gay and tender 
light as he leaned towards the small figure at his side. It had been 
to Rose, more frequently, that he had shown these brief moments 
of affection, bringing her flowers and scent with promises of a 
summer cruise, of a trip to Paris. . . . 

He did not pause, but entered the room without giving himself 
time to think. Those seated about the doll-like object in evening 
dress which lay upon the bed did not know that dawn had come. 
The glass container of the lit lamp was almost empty. Two candles 
stood beside a crucifix in front of which a twig of boxwood had 
been laid. Denis looked first at the two feet sticking up beneath 
die sheet. The body had already assumed the shape of a cofiin. 
The face was swathed in bandages from under which emerged 
the grizzled, fair moustache. 

He began to tremble all over like a sapling. What did it matter 
whether diis was his fadier or someone else? It was an emblem of 
deaUi, of tlie death that lies deep down in all of us, ready to take 
charge, the one indubitable truth, die only certainty. How was it 
that the trams could run so heedlessly? Ought they not rather to 
have stopped, and the passengers been made to get out. “Don't 
you know that you have got to die?” What was die point of 
reading newspapers? How could anything in the world matter 
when death was the sentence under which it lay? That news 
emptied all other news of meaning. Why strive to learn, when 
tomorrow one would be cast fordi as refuse, rotting and decayed? 
The only truth. ... If there exists anything beyond, we do not 
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know it. Wc can be sure only of death. Religion? Systems of 
philosophy? — so many columns raised to front the void, a seem- 
ing solidity in the mists that veil an utter emptiness. 

He began to moan, not for a father lost, but because the sight 
of death was evidence of death’s unalterable law. The sound was 
like the howl of an animal feeling its fate at hand. The calf rears 
with terror in the slaughter-house, the lamb smells the odour of 
spilled blood, and man, the eternal child, must gaze with open 
eyes upon the inevitable lot of human kind. How can people of 
flesh and blood act as they do, how busy themselves with trivial 
tasks, worrying of this and that, forming attachments for others 
less dedicated than themselves to nothingness, going through the 
movements that will give birth to future corpses and swell the 
ranks of death? . . . They may, perhaps, believe, have faith. . . . 
But death is not a matter of belief. We see it at each moment of 
the day, rub shoulders with it, salute it in the streets. . . . 

He was conscious of Rose’s arm about his shoulders and 
pressed his tear-stained face against her frail and tender breast. He 
clung to this living sister — living, yet but another destined victim 
of eventual deatli. Only stones are free from the necessity of 
dying. 

Rose thought: ‘1 would never have believed that Denis was so 

fond of father ’He felt that she was deceiving herself, tliat she 

was building up of him and of his grief an idea which he did not 
deserve. But he needed this illusion in her mind, that she might 
dedicate herself to him, serving him and no other. In her alone 
salvation lay. It was well that she should not see him as he was, 
but only as she flattered him in thought. For her he must have 
solidity, so that her love could find a hold, could twine and cling 
like ivy that shows green about a tree’s dead trunk. 

The tide of his despair began to ebb. He looked about him. 
Neither his mother nor Julien were there, but only Monsieur 
Landin. Rose put out the lamp and told him to sit by the window 
which she had just thrown open. Eagerly he drank in the milk of 
the early day. 
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From where he sat he watched Landin moving in the mingled 
gleam of waxing day and dwindling candlelight. Grief had 
brought nothing of nobility to the man’s tearless face. He was 
gazing at the corpse upon the bed, and there was a kind of con- 
trolled eagerness in his concentration. He was, it might almost 
seem, learning the dead by heart. Never, perhaps, in life had he 
dared to look directly at those features. But now in death they 
were defenceless. At last he could assuage his curiosity. No longer 
did his master’s eyes force him to avert his own. He could feast 
his fill upon a God stripped of his armour. He stored the details of 
that face for memory to feed upon, making provision for a future 
when memory would be his only sustenance. Perhaps, after the 
funeral, he would come back here and lie at the bed’s foot like 
one of those faithful hounds of legend. He must have felt Denis 
watching him, for he turned on him his bright blue eyes. Getting 
up, he went round the bed, said something in Rose’s ear, and 
then made for the door, signing to Denis to follow him. 

“I shall need your help, Mr. Denis. Your brother Julien has 
shut himself in his room. He says that he won’t come out, but will 
let himself starve to death. That mood will pass, but we need him. 
He is the eldest, the only one of all of you who is of age. I myself 

have no influence He doesn’t much like me, as you know . . . 

but you can speak to him, you can remind him that it is his duty to 
take your father’s place. . . 

The smell in the room of the living was more oppressive than 
that in the room of the dead. Denis hurried across to the window 
and opened the shutters. Julien’s head appeared above the sheets. 

‘Tor God’s sake, leave the window alone! Who told you you 
might come in here?” 

Denis, obedient to his instructions, told his brother that they 
were asking for him downstairs. The head disappeared once 
more beneath the blankets. Why couldn’t they just let him fade 
out? — asked Julien. Nothing mattered any more. 

“But you’re the eldest, Julien: you’re of age . . . you . . .” 

“If I was mad or a half-wit, you could do without me . . . well. 
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I am. You caa take your choice which it is to be. From now on I 
shall never leave my bed. I won’t see anybody ! If they don’t send 

me up any food, I shall die, and the sooner the better You’re 

too young to understand the extent of my fall. . . . You can’t 
realize it” — ^hc went on with a sort of gloomy exaltation. “You 
don’t know what it meant socially to be a Revolou ... the posi- 
tion to which that name entitled one. ... I couldn’t have chmbed 
higher, as I realize only too well. When people said, “The 

Revolou boy,” it meant something Do you begin to see how 

this terrible thing affects met 1 have sometimes refused to shake 
hands with a man: no man has ever refused to shake hands with 
me. Those I once ignored will now be the first to pretend that 
they don’t see me. . . .” 

“You could go and live somewhere else,” suggested Denis. 

“Live somewhere else? — ^you must be mad! No, I shall behave 
with scrupulous dignity. I have already resigned from the Club. 
I have accepted my role as victim, and shall just disappear — dis- 
appear as utterly as a man can whose principles forbid him to take 
his own life. I shall just fade out Let that filthy Landin — ^who’s 
really responsible for all that has happened — scheme away to his 
heart’s content. Let him squirm his way out as best he can. . . .” 

“But you’re forgetting mother and Rose. . . .” 

“If I was a neurasthenic, you’d have to manage without me. 
Well, I am — I can’t beat anybody to sec me. I can’t bear to meet 
people!” 

He was like a bird making its nest. He settled down into his 
mania, building its protective sides higher and higher, hollowing 
out a little hole, padding it with feathers, snuggling down inside. 

He turned his hce to the wall and said no more. 



IV 

W HEN her sons had left the room, Leonic Costadot re- 
mained for a while seated on the bed, too tired to take 
offher clothes. The weariness that oppressed her was of 
the spirit rather than the body. She would never forget tlie look 
on Lucienne’s face while she had been dragging the four hundred 
thousand francs out of her, the way in which the features seemed 
to have disintegrated. ‘Was I too hard on her? No, I was only 
doing my duty. . . But she felt, not for the first time, that her 
sons’ argument had touched a weak spot in her defences. Some- 
how, they always managed to disturb her, to set her scruples in 
action. She was angry with them for being in league with her 
conscience. Had they not sat in judgment on her she might have 
found oblivion now in sleep. 

What she had said was, however, perfectly true. Fundament- 
ally she took no interest in money, could be perfectly happy 
without it, and had never learned to spend it on herself. She was 
getting to be an old woman, and would die without ever having 
really known anything of the world. It had never occurred to her 
to travel — she had never wanted to. • . . When one becomes a 
landed proprietor. . . . The idea of possessing jewellery had, too, 
always left her cold — which was foolish, for precious stones are 
the soundest form of investment. 

Her every thought was of money, yet she had never known 
cither the spendthrift’s or the miser’s happiness. She had merely 
carried on the work begun by her parents, had shown herself 
faithful to the well-tested principles of order, thrift, economy. 
The central tenet of the creed she had inherited was that one spent 
half one’s income and laid the rest out at interest. The essential 
thing was that investments should always maintain a proper 
balance based upon the theory of the distribution of risk. Never 
put all one’s eggs in one basket, always keep enough liquid 
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capital available to meet taxation and death duties, an objective 
which it was becoming increasingly difficult to attain. 

The two young fools did not understand that the decision not 
to take part in the game of money-grubbing had never been hers 
to make. She had followed in her parents' footsteps, had accepted 
without argument the rules laid down for her, as her sons, when 
the time came, would have to do as well. ‘Money is our master 
and imposes its law on us,' she thought, ‘whetlier, as in my case, 
one is only moderately well off or whedier one is the possessor of 
a fortune so large as to set the imagination reeling. I had to do 
everything humanly possible to save those four hundred thousand 
francs: there was no other choice open to me. I would move 
heaven and earth for four hundred thousand francs. I can think of 
nothing I wouldn’t do! . . .* When Robert and Pierrot came into 
their inheritance they too would conform to the exigencies of 
money. . . . Why not make over everything to them now? That 
was what she ought to do. It would compel them to see sense and 
convince them tliat her action had been wholly disinterested. 
‘It's all the same to me,’ she sighed as she sank into bed: ‘I am 
really beyond caring what happens.' 

This was not the first time that she had played witli the idea of 
sharing out the family fortune. The only thing that gave her 
pause was the knowledge that before she could do anytliing of 
the kind Pierrot would have to be declared legally of age. And 
why not? He would almost certainly leave the administration of 
his share in her hands or his brothers'. About Robert she felt no 
anxiety. Timid by nature, he would be desperately afraid of 
losing everything. The responsibilities of money would keep him 
in leading strings and compel his obedience. Even Gaston . . . 
who ran up small debts so long as he knew that his mother would 
pay them, but was not really a prodigal, and was far too fond of 
his pleasures to run the risk of seeing the source of them run dry. 

. . . Besides, she could always, if necessary, appoint legal trus- 
tees. ... 

What a magnificent way it would be of paying them out if 
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she could spring a surprise like that “You thought I would do 
anything rather than give up this money/' she would say: “well, 
here it is: you can have it. I shall keep just enough to save me 
from having to beg my bread. . . The mere imagination of 
tliat scene raised her spirits and so filled her with delight tliat she 
lost all sense of fatigue. She felt tempted to go straight to Robert's 
room, to knock at his door and tell him without more ado what 
she had decided. But she was temperamentally too prudent to 
yield to a sudden impulse. She must sleep on her plan, chew the 
cud of her resolution for several days, perhaps. The thought of 
dividing the family estate at once among the eventual heirs 
brought balm to her conscience, the thought tliat she might 
become as poor as Lucienne Revolou, not because of a scandalous 
financial collapse, but because she had voluntarily, nobly, de- 
cided to strip herself of all possessions. 

She lay awake till dawn turning the matter over and over in 
her mind. She did not see tliat what she was really doing was 
to build a fortress in which she could take refuge from re- 
morse, from something she had recently done in a house in 
the Place de la Bourse; to conjure into oblivion tliose gloomy 
Revolou faces that moved about her bed with fixed, inexorable 
eyes. 

She slept for three hours, at die end of which time she was dis- 
turbed by the sound of somebody turning the pages of a news- 
paper. She opened her eyes. She heard Pierrot's voice. . . . “He 
killed himself last night. . . Robert, the tears miming down his 
cheeks, was sitting on a chair at the foot of the bed. 

“We mustn’t lose our sense of proportion. It was about half- 
past-ten when I was at the Place de la Bourse. The tragedy 
occurred fifteen minutes later. There can’t be any sort of con- 
nexion between Luciennc’s signing of the deed and her husband's 
death. I can’t sec why you want to torture me. Actually, it woiild 
have been better if I hadn’t spent all day making up my mind to 
do what 1 did. If I had taken the plunge in the afternoon, Oscar 
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would be alive at this moment. What are you thinking about? 
Why arc you looking at me like that?’" 

‘‘But that’s not all,” said Robert. ^‘While you were engaged in 
robbing his wife and children, our dear brother Gaston was 
eloping with his mistress. . . ” 

“Well, I’m not to be blamed for that. You can’t surely expect 
me to keep Gaston tied to my apron strings? Anyhow, the 
wretched man didn’t know it was Gaston — at least, I don’t think 
he did. ... l£ he hadn’t gone off with her, someone else would 
have done. . . . When women like tliat have sucked a man dry 
you know what to expect. . . . I just don’t understand you. ... I 
feel quite as badly as you do about what has happened, but wc 
were powerless to prevent it. . . .” 

If only they had been insolent, accusing! Why were they 
sitting there saying nothing, trying to keep her at a distance? 
Why were tliey being so unfair as to believe her incapable of 
sharing their distress? Robert’s love. . . . Pierrot’s friendship. . . . 
Hadn’t she, too, got feelings? There had been a time, long ago, 
when those same feelings had thrilled to the charm of this Oscar 
Revolou about whom the morning’s paper. . . . She appealed to 
their closed and silent faces. But hope died in her. She would 
never be able to break through that barrier of mistrust . . . unless. 

. . . Suddenly she remembered what it was she had been planning 
as she lay awake in the darkness, her scheme for dividing the 
family fortune. She felt sorely tempted to throw her offer in their 
teeth. It was for their sakes only that she had clung to money. 
She certainly did not cling to it now, because now nothing any 
longer mattered. She had wasted her life, had sacrificed it on the 
altar of those sons who were utterly incapable of understanding 
her motives. All she wanted was to be left alone to die in a 
comer. If they really thought that she was governed by a craving 
for possessions, tlien the sooner they realized their mistake, the 
better! The laws are in league against the owners of property. . . . 
Nowadays their rights are only a myth. . . . She wanted nothing 
except to sec the light of comprehension dawn on the faces of 
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these two young creatures who were presuming to sit in judg- 
ment on her. . . . She could resist the temptation no longer. 

“My dear boys, the position is really very simple. While I lay 
awake last night, long before I knew that Oscar Revolou was 
dead, I came to a decision, and nothing will make me alter it. All 
I can hope is that it will make you see how wrong you have been. 
... I am quite determined to share what money there is between 
the three of you. . . . Don’t look so surprised: I mean precisely 
what I say. It is merely a question of anticipating Pierrot’s 
majority by a few years. He is already eighteen, and I am pre- 
pared to take that risk, though on the understanding that he will 
be sensible enough to let me go on administering what will 
come to him.” 

The effect of these words came as a terrible disappointment to 
her. The boys showed no surprise. Either tliey had not under- 
stood, or they did not believe her. She repeated her statement. 
Didn’t they grasp it? Couldn’t they realize the importance of 
what she was proposing? 

“You mean that we are to have now what is due to us under 
papa’s will?” 

“That, and everything as well that I hold in my own right. 
Naturally, I shall retain a small life interest. After all, I must 
live.” 

To Pierrot the oiffer meant nothing but a repetition of the 
same hateful and everlasting words — title-deeds, income, real 
property. The mere fact that he was to have his part in these 
things did not lessen his loathing of them. 

“No, mother dear, that’s nonsense/’ said Robert. “You’re 
just overwrought. ... If you did what you suggest, you’d never 
forgive yourself. You must realize that the whole thing is im- 
possible. ...” 

She protested. The strong wine of sacrifice had gone to her 
head. 

“As I said before, I spent the whole night thinking about it. 
I knew nothing of what has happened at Leognan. You think I 
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am selfish and grasping, and nothing will make you change your 
minds. . . . But what if I give ever^^thing away, if I reuin for 
myself no more than will keep me from starving?” 

They did, at last, show signs of being shaken. Pierrot put a 
question: 

“Then Robert can marry Rose after all?’ 

Not for a moment did she hesitate. “Certainly, if he wants to. 
But you must not go getting big ideas. You will be very tar from 
rich. The value of the property is no more now than half what it 
originally was. Rents are falling. Our fortune is nothing like 
what it used to be, divided into three, and taking into account 
my own life-interest. ... I want you to have no illusions. Robert 
certainly won’t be able to afford to keep the whole Revolou 
family . . .” 

“That’s his concern,” broke in Pierrot. 

“Yes, it is his concern, and his only. But I have made up my 
mind and nothing will make me alter it . . . not even his decision 
to put a noose round his own neck.” 

Pierrot looked anxiously at his brother who had withdrawn 
slightly, and was smoking as though he was not personally con- 
cerned in what they were discussing. 

“What are you thinking about, Robert?” There was a lack of 
firmness in the otlier’s voice as he replied that he was wondering 
whether he oughm’t to go straight to Leognan. 

“No,” said Leonie with determination. “Your presence there 
would merely be an added source of pain. Write to the girl. 
Pierrot can break the news to Denis, and 1 will send a line to 
Lucienne. I rely on you, my boy, not to commit yourself until 
you know precisely how you will be placed. Wait at least until 
we’ve had time to get a proper valuation made, settled how much 
each share will be, and finished with the legal formalities.” 

“Oh, I quite realize that nothing’s actually been done yet,” 
interrupted Pierrot. “We’d certainly better wait until tlierc’s 
something tangible to go on.” 

Tears welled up in Leonie Costadot’s eyes. The sight of them 



THE UNKNOWN SEA 


.47 


moved the boys to a show of aflfcction. . . . Pierrot leaned for- 
ward to give her a kiss, but she avoided him. 

“No, leave me alone. You are a pair of ungrateful children. 
Don’t think I was influenced by the hope of getting justice from 
you. Even when I’ve stripped myself of everything, you’ll still 
manage to find some excuse for regarding me as a worthless old 
woman! I have no illusions about either of you. You’re both of 
you quite heartless. Gaston is merely irresponsible. He docs 
wrong without meaning to. He follows his instincts. I may be 
foolish, but at least I realize that^ and whatever else is wrong with 
him, at least he’s got a heart. . . . No, no, go away . . . leave me in 

t*’ 

peace! 

“What makes it all so sad,’’ said Pierrot, who had followed his 
brother to his room, “is that mother’s tears leave me quite un- 
moved, tliough as a rule I can’t bear to see people cry. Don’t you 
think it’s true that whether one behaves well or badly entirely 
depends on the people one happens to be dealing with?’’ 

“All the same,’’ said Robert, “we’ve shaken her up. She’s not 
so confident as she used to be about her scale of values. I’m certain 
of one thing, tliough — she’ll go tlirough with this business of the 
family money. ... I say, you’re in luck’s way, you know. What 
are you going to do with it all?” he added suddenly. 

“I? D’you mean that /’m going to have money?’’ 

“Of course — tliat’s why you’re to be declared of age.” 

The boy looked at his brother with shining eyes. 

“I’ll give it all to you, Robert — for your marriage!” 

Robert laid a hand on his head. 

“Dear old man, you really must be a bit mad!” 

“You wouldn’t want me at eighteen , . .” 

It was as though, he felt, some illness of which he had thought 
as some far-distant possibility, as something that might be re- 
served for his latter days, had suddenly declared itself now in his 
first youth, and was about to lay him low. Poor Pierrot! What 
reason was there to expect that he would be stronger-minded 
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than his fellows . . . unless, of course . . . there was one way. He 
might take to his heels and run, do nothing, just let tilings slide 
until everything was settled and Robert endowed with his share, 
as well as with what would come to him automatically. That 
done, all die documents duly signed, and die marriage an accom- 
plished fact, he, Pierrot, could take himself off, no matter where 
so long as he could find work and live by his own unaided 
labours, dependent on nobody. . , . 


V 

M uch later Denis remembered without bitterness the 
days that had followed his father’s almost furtive burial. 
His mother, Rose and Landin started very early each 
morning for the city with the intention of beginning at once to 
clear up the tangle in which the family business had been left. 
They did not get back until evening. Only Julien, faithful to his 
self-imposed vow, stayed behind, confined to his room. Denis 
continued to live with the Cavailhes. It was decided that he 
should leave college, and work at the local secondary school 
dining the spring term for the second part of his “baccalaureat.” 
The thought ot this unexpected holiday excited him. He was 
still sleeping in the bed which stood within hailing distance of the 
one normally occupied by Irene, but the girl had now been 
moved into her parents’ room. In the day-time she worked with 
a dressmaker in the village, not, said Madame Cavailhes, that she 
needed the money, but because people would have thought it odd 
if she had not been set to learn a trade. Besides, she had a talent 
for dressmaking, and her parents meant later to establish her in a 
business of her own. She returned after dark, just as Denis began 
to find time beginning to hang heavy on his hands. 

While the light lasted he was far from bored. He had never 
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known what winter was like in the country, and was surprised 
that December could be so mild. He loved to sit by the wall at 
midday enjoying the diffused warmth of the sun as it hurried 
through its short course across the sky, and managed, with a final 
desperate efibrt, to pierce the mist, shedding about him, for a few 
brief hours, a sort of exhausted radiance. The landscape had more 
colour than he had expected, for the garden was full of ever- 
greens, and heath came almost to the fence. The dark green of i^ 
rolling distances could be seen from tlic first-floor windows. The 
streams at this time of the year had burst their banks and mirrored 
back the sun. The vines to the south had not yet been pruned, and 
their bare, wild shoots had about them the velvety softness of an 
animal’s pelt. The reeds at the edges of the standing pools showed 
the colour of living flesh. The season’s smell was less vegetable, 
more subtle, than that of summer, a mingling of stripped earth 
and the mineral tang of sodden clay. 

He brooded on the thought of death. He knew it now at fint 
hand. It took its place among the regular furniture of his mind. 
Death, that ultimate and only truth to which he knew that he had 
been converted, had room, he felt, only for primitive delights, 
for carnal intimacy with the earth which would finally absorb all 
flesh into itself. How short these brittle afternoons of menaced 
happiness ! One tiny cloud sufficed to keep the sun from bringing 
comfort to the frozen earth. 

When warmth had gone from the day, he went indoors to sit 
by the fire in Maria Cavailhes’ kitchen. She did her best to make 
him talk. They shared tlie scraps of news that came to them — 
that the Bar Council, for instance, had assumed the duty of 
finding out the precise position of the Revolou practice. Then 
came a rumour that certain operations conducted by Monsieur 
Revolou had been distinctly shady. Maria was forever wondering 
how on earth the family managed to have everything dicy 
wanted. ‘It’s odd,’ she thought, ‘how rich people, even when 
they are ruined, never, somehow, change their way of living.’ 

About six o’clock Ir^e would come in and sit down to her 
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sewing, while Denis read to her from Sans Famille or Andro^ 
maijuey from Phidre or La Famille Fenouillard. The girl’s presence 
troubled his senses with a sweet delight, so that a sort of vague 
happiness spread through all his being. They ate slowly of the 
broth that had been simmering all day on a corner of the stove. 
Sometimes the smell of cooking would reach as far as the big 
house. . . . About nine the Cavailhes would take the logs off the 
fire, say good night and everyone would go to bed. A little later, 
Denis would be awakened from his first sleep by the sound of 
wheels on the gravel (for the first few days they had used the 
carriage, but soon had to resign themselves to going by tram) — 
and in a moment or two Rose would come in for a good-night 
kiss. She smelled of the city fog and gave vague answers to his 

questions. . . . “It’s all too complicated I can’t explain now . . . 

everything will come right in the end. . . . Now, go to sleep, 
dear.” With assumed indifference she would ask whether there 
were any letters for her. He knew only too well what letter it 
was that she was expecting. “Nothing of any interest,” he would 
reply. 

It was a Thursday. Denis was sitting with his back propped 
against die wall of the kitchen-garden. Through the open door of 
the green-house came a smell of geranium and leaf-mould. A boy 
approached, pushing his bicycle. He recognized Pierre Costadot, 
whom , he had not seen since the night of old mother Costadot’s 
sinister visit to the house in the Place de la Bourse. He had no 
time to run away. At that moment he understood his brother 
Julien’s state of mind. Like him he found himself suddenly wish- 
ing that he could be imprisoned within four walls, or that he 
could vanish into thin air. Pierrot stopped dead within a few 
yards of him, and Denis realized that his friend was in a state of 
considerable confusion. This was just another case, he thought, of 
someone who had painted a piaure of him which had no con- 
nexion with reality, who had attributed to him all sorts of noble 
sentiments which had no part in the make-up of the flesh and 
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blood Denis. He had long given up trying to correct such illusory 
pictures of himself, had long ceased saying — not a bit like 
what you think I am.” It is not those who make us out to be 
worse than we are whom we should look on as our bitterest 
enemies, but those who see us by the light of their own affections. 
The thought of this meeting, which sooner or later was bound to 
occur, had filled him with horror. It meant struggling through a 
dense undergrowth of feelings which were entirely at odds with 
the facts. It meant playing the role of a stranger, adapting himself 
to the image of someone who was merely the product of young 
Costadot’s imagination. 

“Aren’t you going to shake hands witli me?” asked Pierrot 
shyly. 

He leaned his bicycle against the green-house. Although he was 
eighteen, he was very little taller than Denis, but in girth he was 
already a man. The sun touched his ill-shaven face with a golden 
haze. He was sweating in spite of the season, and a drop of per- 
spiration hung from the tip of his small aquiline nose. Denis took 
his outstretched hand and shook it. The visitor’s embarrassment 
melted in a sudden access of aflbetion. 

“I knew you’d be generous. . . . We’ve behaved appallingly to 

9t 

you. 

Denis gave a shrug. 

“What’s the use of talking about it?” he said wearily. “It 
wasn’t your fault.” 

“But I want you to know, Denis, that it’ll weigh on my con- 
science as long as I live.” 

“You don’t say so?” replied the other in a tone which implied 
that nothing Pierrot was about to say could really matter much 
to him one way or the other. 

“I shall never forgive my mother for what she’s done. I don’t 
suppose I have to tell you that everytliing’s as it always was so far 
as I’m concerned. . , . But look here, what I’m going to say now 
you’ve jolly well got to keep to yourself. . . . I’m going away.” 

Denis showed no sign of emotion, not even of surprise. 
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“You ve said that often enough before!” 

Pierrot protested that this time he meant it. The only thing 
keeping him back was . . . well, surely Denis could guess? 

The other shook his head. 

“. . . It’s just the idea of leaving you, old man. Does that seem 
so very comic?” 

“I shall wait till you’re gone before I allow myself to be 
broken-hearted. . . 

“Look here, Denis, I’ve got an idea. . . .” He went close to his 
friend, who seemed to be completely immoved, and brought out 
suddenly: 

“Why shouldi>’t we both of us go together?” He was prepared 
for abuse, for mockery, but not for this utter indifference, this 
apparent lack of interest. He began to wonder whether Denis had 
heard him. 

“I was only joking,” he went on: “I know perfectly well that 
you can’t leave your family just now.” 

Denis kept himself from asking the question that was on the 
tip of his tongue — “Has your brother given up Rose?” The only 
thing that existed for him now was the dread that this engage- 
ment might not be broken. To such a degree was he obsessed by 
it that when, in order to break the silence, young Costadot said 
aimlessly, “Well, I suppose I’d better be going. . . .” he half- 
heartedly followed him down the garden. 

They had almost reached the main road. Pierre was pushing his 
bicycle. It left marks on the muddy surface like the scaly track of 
a serpent. . . . Would they ever meet again? Was their friendship 
a thing of the past? At the very moment when Pierrot felt quite 
certain that everything was over between them, Denis suddenly 
spoke in the old familiar way: 

“How’s Atys getting on?” he asked. 

It was so unexpected that at first young Costadot could say 
nothing. He had stopped by one of the elms which lined the road, 
and was busy turning up his coat-collar. 

“Arc you still interested?” 
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Denis replied: “You know I am. . . 

It was perfectly true that for him, Pierre Costadot, author of 
Atys and Cybele, and “young Costadot’* lived in two totally differ- 
ent worlds. What he felt for his friend was admiration rather 
than affection. No mist of fondness blurred his lucidity. He knew, 
at seventeen, that the master who had once confiscated the book 
in which Pierrot scribbled his verses, and had made the boy 
squirm with embarrassment by reading them out in front of the 
whole form, was a fool. 

“I understand at last the nature of Cybele’s martyrdom,” said 
Pierrot. “She suffers in every fibre of her vast body. She is too 
big for the consummation of a merely human passion, if you see 

what I mean It’s terribly difficult to explain Listen, this is 

what she says to Atys: 

Slowly my branches pierced the shredding haze. 

Like sparkling water did your laughter leap. 

And your face shone on Cybele’s rapt gaze 
Brighter than all the blinded stars that keep 
Their ranks in Heaven. So did your image run 
On the cold ripples of my muddied stream. 

But of that tingling flesh, with my flesh one. 

Nothing I felt, but only the light run 

Of Atys’s fingers playing with my hair: heard but the scream 

Of my torn heart so shrill upon the air 

It must have waked the folk of that sad place. 

Atys, with your small mouth you burned me there. 

That had no arms to bury, no hands to do you grace.” 

A Stranger might, perhaps, have laughed at the nasal sing-song 
. . . but for Denis it was impossible to imagine the words spoken 
otherwise than as his friend recited them, or that their mystery 
could have found a fuller echo elsewhere dian in this place of 
winter dusk, at die side of an empty road. 

“Cybcle is the earth, and she sees Atys as a world. ... Just as 
the Greeks diminished the elements and the Heavenly bodies to 
the stature of human men and women, so, by a reverse process, 
the secs in her beloved shepherd all the secrets of an unknown 
land. . . . What I’m trying to do is to express something of that 
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confused co-existence of a thinking being and a star, of a living 
body, a poor thing of flesh and blood, and a land filled with 
oceans, rolling valleys, peaks and gulfs and forests. . . 

A line of shore, a sand-dune's gentle swell, 

A fringe of spume and weed — and the great sea 
.... The faint trace of your lids that cannot quell 
Your dark and softened radiance. The thick-wooded scree 
That is your empty brow. The splendour of your bright 
And lovely eyes — twin planets of my night, 

Will, when you sleep, illumine endlessly 

Another world. Atys, a double truth about me lowers. 

The youth who tears my heart, the ocean that devours. 

“Yes,” said Denis, breaking tlie silence, “I see how it is for 
Cybele that Atys is a world. . . 

“She realizes what it means to understand a person ‘in the 
round’ — as one says. . . .** 

Pierre left the thought unfinished. Suddenly he exclaimed: 

“1 never really believed tliat we should meet again. . . .” 

He had straddled his bicycle, and sat there for a few moments 
motionless, his arm round Denis’s neck. 

“I’ll bring you the manuscript of Cybele before I go. When you 
get it you’ll know that my mind is made up.” 

He rode off, waving his hand in farewell, and disappeared into 
the gloom like any ordinary boy and not like one who carried a 
poem in his heart and in the very texture of liis flesh. The electric 
tram came into view. Denis, still standing by the road, watched 
its headlight, like a Cyclop’s eye, grow larger. He tliought of 
some lines he had read in which a poet describes just such a tram, 
brushing the overhanging leaves, and letting fall upon him — 

des harnais de sommeil en frolant les feuillages. 

He knew that the great yellow car held in its maw his mother, 
Rose and, almost certainly. Monsieur Landin, who was coming 
back to sleep one last night at Leognan — for the details of the 
winding-up were now all but finished. . . . Everything was to be 
sold, but Madame Revolou was still to enjoy the use of house and 
grounds. 
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He realized that they must have been deep in discussion all the 
way from town. But, when they appeared, Landin, for all he 
knew himself to be indispensable, brought up the rear, humble 
and timid as usual. 

“It’s all settled,” said Madame Rcvolou to Denis. “At last wc 
shall be able to get rid of this creature.” 

“Do be careful — he may overhear you. . . ** 

“So much the better if he does.” 

Rose, who was walking with Landin, broke into a run in 
order to catch up with them. 

“I’ve got a surprise for you,” she whispered to Denis: “I’ve 
found a job. . . .” 

“Don’t jump to conclusions,” said her mother. “We shall have 
to talk it over between ourselves. . . .” 

“Oh, but, mummy, it’s such a wonderful chance. . . 

“That is scarcely the word I should have used. Humiliation 
would be more appropriate! I had resigned myself to the idea of 
your going out to work ... as a governess, maybe. . . 

“But what could I teach? I can’t play the piano, and I know 
absolutely nothing about anything. . . .” 

“You know quite enough to be able to take charge of young 
children. . . . But to think of my daughter — of Rose Revolou — 
serving in a shop!” 

“Not just a shop, mummy: a book-’shop — that makes all the 
difference. Chardou’s offered to take me on, Denis.” 

“Chardon? — the man we get our books from?” 

She was bubbling over with life and happiness. Denis had an 
uneasy feeling that she was too happy. He was shocked and 
irritated by such an exaggerated display of delight. As they 
passed through the gate, he said suddenly: 

“Pierrot’s been to see me, ” 

“Ah!” she breathed. 

It was too dark for him to see her face, but he noticed the 
change in her voice. 

“Did he say anything about Robert?” 
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Denis said, no, he hadn’t, and sniffed the fog with pleasure. 

In the hall, Madame Revolou remarked: 

“We won’t come to any decision until we have heard what rdy 
eldest son has to say. . . 

Rose gave way to an outburst of childish petulance: 

“I don’t need his advice about how I am to earn my living. . . .” 

Her mother gave a start. *‘Rose !” she said, and then, in tones of 
parental severity: 

“He is your elder brother, that should be enough for you. But 
remember, also, that he is ill, very ill.” 

“I’m sorry. Let’s go and see him straight away. I’ve got to give 
Chardon an answer tomorrow.” 

The house was unheated. 

“This staircase is like an ice-box,” complained Madame 
Revolou. 

She led the way up, holding a lamp. Rose followed, and Denis 
came last. Their three shadows danced before them, broken by 
the treads. 

On the landing, Madame Revolou said: 

“Wait for me here. I’ll go and see whether he’s asleep. . . .” and 
she handed the lamp to Rose. 

Denis looked at his sister. He noticed how much she had 
changed in the last few weeks. It was as though what had hap- 
pened had rained hammer-blows upon her face. Gone were the 
traces of her childhood. Deep shadows showed round her eyes, 
and in the hollows of cheeks and temples. Her long nose gave her 
an ugly look. Her shoulders now seemed not so much fragile as 
bony. ... He felt a sudden flow of tenderness. He had only to 
say: “Pierrot came for the sole purpose of talking about you and 
Robert. . to bring happiness into the poor, worn face. 

Their mother came back and indicated by signs that they could 
go into their brother’s room. 

A cloud of smoke, a smell of nicotine, drifted through the half- 
open door. Julien raised his head slightly above the green stuffed 
eiderdown ... the fleshless head of a bird. 
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The illness to which he had fled for refuge now possessed him 
utterly. The walls of his protection had closed upon him. His 
sickness was no longer feigned, nor his powerlessness to achieve 
the slightest act of will. He had said that he would withdraw from 
life, but it was life that had withdrawn from him. One look was 
enough to make Rose repent of the hard things she had said 
about him just now. Filled with pity, she took, without repug- 
nance, the hairy wrist which projected from his tom pyjama sleeve. 

“It has been lovely today, Julien. There was a smell of spring 
in the air. Just when one tliinks one has lost everything, one 
realizes that notliing is lost at all . . . nothing . . . sunlight, things, 
people are all there just as usual. ** 

He turned his face to the wall. 

“I do wish you wouldn’t talk I don’t want to be talked to,” 

and then, as his mother insisted: 

“Darling, wc’ll leave you to go to sleep in a few moments. . . • 
We just want to ask your advice about . ; .” 

“And especially not like that! ... I don’t want to know any- 
thing. ... 1 have no advice to give . . . not now!” 

“It has nothing to do with business. We only want to know 
what you think. You’re the eldest, and it’s for you to decide 
whether Rose ought to accept an offer which Chardon, the book- 
seller, has made her.” 

“She can do what she likes with her own life,” he muttered 
brokenly. “Everything’s gone . . . and when everything’s 
gone . . .” 

“Listen, Julien,” said Rose. “What I’m going to say may give 
you ratlier a shock. You see, the idea of being one of the crowd o£ 
girls who fill the streets at closing-time, makes me very happy. 

. . . I’m going to begin a new life. ... I shall have had two livcs- 
... So could you, if you’d only . . .” 

But he was not paying attention. In a tone of acute misery, he 
begged them to go away. 

“Do have a little consideration, and leave me alone. Why do 
you want to torture me?” 
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He had pulled the sheet over his head. In a low voice, Madame 
Revolou said: 

“It’s no use, you’re only exhausting him. Say no more, Rose. 
Can’t you see he’s made up his mind not to listen? Go down and 
start diimcr without me,” she added, “I shall stay up here with 
him. I am not hungry.” 

She settled down. Sometliing warned her that she was to find, 
henceforward, in this room more than a refuge — an object in life. 
She would devote herself entirely to Julien, and it would be use- 
less to expect anything else of her. To tend him would be her sole 
and special function, her only reason for living, her civic duty. 
Her universe would be limited by these walls of which her eldest 
son had made a prison. People would say of her — “She is really 
wonderful] Never so much as a word of complaint!” 


VI 

L ANDIN was standing by his chair, waiting for tliem He 
sat down only when the two young people had taken their 
places. He had a side-face view of Rose. She had thrown a 
shawl over her shoulders. Now and tlien she got up to fetch 
some bread. Landin suffered as much from his hosts’ averted gaze 
as might others from being stared at. Occasionally, Denis would 
turn his head sharply away. Landin’s hand, resting on the cloth, 
had coine within his field of vision. It was short, a hirsute hand 
witli bitten nails, one of those hands which seems to have been 
shaped by the acts it has accomplished, so that at last it looks hke 
them. 

Landin resigned himself to eating hungrily, thus sparing himself 
the necessity of Ufting his eyes from his plate. His melancholy 
beard absorbed its share of every dish. His bald and knobbly head 
was a multiplicity of high-lights. He was in a hurry to be off, yet 
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found a certain pleasure in the presence of brother and sister. He, 
too, was conscious of a small hand upon the cloth, of the outline 
of an car, of the play of muscles. Here, in tliis room, two young 
and handsome creatures were breathing the same air as he was. 

It did not matter that he gave them the creeps. The great point 
was tliat tliey were there. 

Rose heaved a deep sigh. He got up. 

“Won’t you have some cheese, Monsieur Landin?” 

“No, thank you, Miss Rose. This is my last evening, and there 
are several documents that need classifying. One or two papers 
are still missing, but I have not given up hope of finding them in 
Monsieur Oscar’s study. . .” 

“1 expect they’ve lit the fire. ... I haven’t asked after Made- 
moiselle Landin?” 

“You are too kind. My sister has been suffering from an attack 
of shingles, as perhaps you know. But she is better now, and is 
leading her old life again.” 

His reply fell on deaf ears, Rose had “done her duty,” and felt 
quit of all responsibility. 

He carefully closed behind him the door of the study where he 
was to work for the last time, and sat down in an armchair 
before the desk, as he had done every evening for the last three 
weeks. With his head in his hands he gave himself up to enjoy- 
ment of the silence. 

When a man is dead, there is no more to be feared from him — 
neither snubs nor contempt. He has no weapon left against the 
faithful heart, is utterly defenceless, can no longer oppose to the 
feelings he inspires the hostility of his living presence. Gone is the 
need to be tactful or evasive. Even when one’s name is Landin, 
and the dead man was a creature as brilliant as was Oscar , 
Revolou, one is free to surrender to the novel sentiment of pity. 
Landin was surprised to find tliat he felt pity for the one person 
in all the world for whom he had had a whole-hearted admiration. 
He set himself to realize in imagination the fears and torments to 
which, for the last few weeks of his life, Oscar Revolou had been 
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a prey. They had been caused not so much by business worries as 
by Regina’s treason. No doubt he had gambled and lost, but he 
would have recovered from that, A man of his calibre could have 
taken such troubles in his stride. If he had felt himself to be ham- 
strung, had let mere money matters send him hurtling to catas- 
trophe, it was simply because his every faculty had been obsessed 
by one tiling, and by one tiling only, because all his thoughts 
had been centred on one single person. And what a person! — the 
Lorati woman! “From where you are now,” said Landin in a 
low voice, “you can see die bitch as she really is!” 

He felt perfectly certain that the dead can read the hearts of the 
living, and this conviction helped him to face the need for con- 
tinued existence. Oscar Revolou could see the real Lorati now, 
as he could see the real Landin. The senior clerk believed sincerely 
in the power of death to bring lucidity of vision. The diought 
that this was so laid balm to his heart and showed him the path 
that he must follow. The dead man’s affairs would no longer be a 
load upon his back. From now on, he would be at no one’s beck 
and call. Whatever opportunities might come his way, he had 
quite decided to take a job that would give him plenty of leisure. 
For a while he had been tempted by an offer which had reached 
him from a business-man in Paris, a former lawyer, who, dazzled 
by Landin’s capacities, had suggested that he join him on 
extremely favourable terms. But Landin felt that he was bound 
to Oscar Revolou. Dead or alive, the man’s hold on him was 
complete. 

His first duty was to put the estate in order, to protect his 
master’s memory, should the need arise. But above all, and this 
thought filled him with a bitter joy, he must see that justice was 
done. So far as the Lorati woman was concerned, he knew the 
nature of his mission, though all, as yet, was vague in his mind, 
and he had had no time in which to think what precisely he 
should do. Put in the simplest terms, he had an account to settle, 
had got to extract, to the last penny, a debt of which he did not 
know, did not wish to know, the details. As with all his other 
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passions, this hatred of which he was now conscious, took on for 
him the appearance of a duty. His taste for virtue compelled him 
to disguise his feelings in this way. It was only others who saw 
the terrible signs which might have put him on guard against 
himself— the furtive eyes, the way he moved, the way he talked. 
He, on the other hand, was lulled by a consciousness of virtue, so 
that he had become its dupe. He must, of course, have realized 
how people recoiled from his approaches, but he attributed their 
conduct to his odd appearance, and to the fact that his generous 
impulses were always a shade too obvious. The world, he told 
himself, is hard on the over-sensitive. 

He was persuaded that he had a duty to perform in this matter 
of the Lorati woman. But he was in no hurry. It could wait. But 
he would never lose sight of the creature who had driven Oscar 
Revolou to his death. He would keep his nose to the scent. 

Of such thoughts was the silence made which seemed to brood 
over the drowned house like an element, like a heavy weight of 
water. Monsieur Landin, secure from human enemies and a 
hostile world, was watching for the last time with the spirit of his 
adored master. He knew what the heirs tliought about him, knew 
that once he had crossed the threshold of tliis house in farewell he 
would nevet return. If ever, he thought, the souls of the poor, 
lonely dead revisit their earthly haunts, tonight of all nights 
would have been the time for such a manifestation. Had the door 
of the study opened suddenly, had Oscar Revolou entered with 
that air of bustle which never left him; had he, without a glance, 
suddenly barked an order; had he gone to the window and 
leaned his forehead against the glass for a moment before seating 
himself at his desk, leaning back and jingling his keys in his 
pocket, opening a drawer and failing to find the papers he sought, 
pushing the documents aside with a weary sigh and taking from 
his case one of those cigars which cost so much and always gave 
Landin a sick headache — the senior clerk would have felt no 
surprise and asked no question. He would have sat there waiting, 
his dog-like eyes fixed not on the master’s face, but only on the 
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hands that could not realize they were being watched and so did not 
try to avoid or flee from that fixed expression of loving servility. 

Nothing of that kind could happen: nothing would ever hap- 
pen again. Nevertheless, as Landin cut the string which held the 
last packet of papers, he was conscious of a vague emotion, as 
though all the repressed part of himself were suddenly alert and 
wakeful. What he held in his hand was a bundle of agendas and 
recent memoranda, annotated with scribbles which, for the most 
part, were illegible; business appointments, addresses, figures and 
algebraic formulae. Here and there he came on some woman’s 
name which meant nothing to him, some endearment with, as it 
were, the freshness of dew upon it, which woke in him no 
memory of a face, so that as he read it he felt that he was doing 
something shameful. For it was part of his private code that only 
those pleasures which his master had confided to him were to be 
regarded as legitimate. 

And then, all of a sudden, in tlie middle of the minutes of a 
business meeting, or underneath a florist’s address, he would 
come upon a jotted intimacy. It was as though Oscar Revolou 
were there in the room with him thinking out loud in that way 
he had, seemingly oblivious of his clerk’s presence. What he had 
written down was made safe from prying eyes by sheer illegibi- 
hty. Even Landin, who was familiar with each stroke, each 
eccentricity of that writing, had to take a magnifying glass in an 
effort to decipher the entry. 

. . . The pleasure I experienced last night with my unknown 
was all the greater because there was no question of love 
between us, none of that mental distraction from which I 
suffer so abominably when I’m with Regina. The very fact 
that I love her makes me impotent, literally paralyses me. The 
presence of the beloved object is my complete undoing. I don’t 
suppose I have ever possessed her save at second hand in some 
other woman’s arms. I’d rather die than confess as much to 
anyone . . . and yet, only a short time ago, I did tell. . . . 
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Landin could not make out the next phrase, although he knew 
his master’s handwriting so well that often, when Oscar Revolou 
could not read his own notes, he had appealed for help to his 
senior clerk. He could make out the first words two, but the third 
beat him. He managed to pick out a b, an a, a t — yes, it was 
“beastliness”. ... “I did tell that sack of beastliness ” 

Landin’s face was impassive. He did not yet know who this sack 
of beastliness was. The bullet had pierced him, but the wound 
had closed upon it without bleeding. He read on calmly, 
occasionally using the magnifying glass to help him with the 
more difficult words. 

His strong card is his ubiquity. He’s always to hand like a 
waste-paper basket, an ash-tray, a doormat, a spittoon. What 
other men tell only to themselves in the street, or when 
dinner’s over in a restaurant and they are surrounded by the 
hubbub of waiters clearing away, and the din of the orchestra — 
tlie kind of things that no human ear but their own ought ever 
to catch — I pour into that sack of beastliness. He has been part 
of my life ever since I was at school. He has never left me for a 
moment. He is a sort of open drain on the edge of which I have 
had to work and play, have had to love, have had to suffer. It 
wasn’t I who chose him. He chose me. . . . Now that my life 
has reached its turning-point, I am filled with a feeling of 
horror to think diat it has pursued its course under that sign, 
that it has been dominated and directed by a creature who 
marked me out to be his god. 1 suppose I’m the only person 
who knows that temperamentally he is a criminal. . . . I’m 
quite sure he does not know it himself. . . . 

Landin raised his two hands to his throat, as though blood were 
about to jet forth and smother him. He went over to the mirror 
that hung above the mantelpiece, and stared at his own reflexion. 
His face was like the face of other men, a face made in the image 
and likeness of God. . . . Indeed, there was something in its 
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expression purer than in that of other faces. The eyes were those 
of an overgrown child. Their light was that of dawn’s freshness 
reflected in a puddle. He noticed the bald head, the boy’s face 
with its inappropriate beard. The effect ought to have been just 
comic. How came it then that it should be terrible — a mask con- 
cealing a secret as yet unrevealed? What was this nameless 
tragedy, this play of which the action had not as yet begun? 

The silence of the night was broken by the thud as of waves 
upon a shore. He could have sworn that evil spirits had lifted the 
house and set it down upon the ocean’s brink. It was some 
seconds before he realized that the dull throbbing in his ears was 
the beating of his own blood. He passed his hands over his cheeks, 
his beard, his eyes — those eyes that were fine and striking and 
might have been loved. In a low voice he repeated the words 
with which his sister sometimes comforted him: “You poor 
dear. . . .” He was filled with self-pity. If he had fallen dead at that 
moment and been summoned to the bar of the All-Highest, it 
would have been he, Landin, who would have called his Judge to 
account, demanding to know why he, Landin, existed at all. But 
the frail defences of his body stood firm against the thrust and 
batter of the sea within his ears. Humbly he went back to die 
desk, and sat down again before the sheet of paper covered with 

writing that no eyes but his could read But now he no longer 

needed a magnifying-glass. 

... It is the talk of the place that Landin really runs my prac- 
tice. The general belief is that he is my faithful slave — ^lie is con- 
vinced of it himself, whereas actually it is I who am bound to 
die wheels of his beastliness. In me he has come to a point of 
concentration. I am, as it were, a sort of abscess, the centre of 
his fixation. ... It seems that I have diverted his power of de- 
struction to my own purposes, but die truth of the matter is 
that he owns me body and soul. He knows every single thing 
about me since my schooldays. I can see myself again as I was 
at twelve years old. Even what my confessor could not get out 
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of me, he made me tell. He has made me aware, coldly, un- 
emotionally, but with utter ruthlcssness, of all the things, I 
might have done. This witness whom I loathe, has given to 
each one of my actions its precise value, its exact weight in the 
scales of eternity. But loathing him has done me no good. His 
love has submerged my loathing and covered it. No matter 
which way I turn he is always there. The flaming circle moves 
as I move. It has always done so, expanding as I grew in size 
and strength. He has thriven on each service he has done me, on 
every secret I have confessed to him. He began by doing my 
verses for me at school, writing my essays, whispering answers 
across to me in form. All through my life I have gone on dis- 
charging on his devoted head everything that was not part of 
my pleasure and delight. Later, he saw me suffer, and I have 
shed tears in his presence which should have been concealed 
even from the eyes of God. The very groans torn from me by 
jealousy I let him hear, so much has he become a part of my- 
self, the incarnation of all the darker sides of my nature. I have 
smothered him with insults, trampled him underfoot — ^but my 
violent expressions of loathing served no other purpose than to 
prove the indestructible strength of the chain that bound us one 
to another. Perhaps I was born only to absorb his energies, to 
turn him from his true calling. Should he survive me, should he 
consent to survive me, what, I wonder, will happen when his 
powers are let loose in the world? Regina has often said to me, 
“Men have the friends they deserve . . . what corpse is the 
binding link between you? . . What corpse, indeed? . . . Of 
course he knows all my business secrets . . . but he would never 
make use of them against me. ... He has never once sought to 
turn my admissions to his own advantage, . . . All the same, he 
will destroy me in the end. The mad rhythm of my life, the 
mass-production factory which my practice has become, is aU 
his creation. I ask from him nothing except that it should pro- 
vide me with money. He has devoted himself to serving the 
passions which are eating me up — ^whereas, he should, by 
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rights, have hated them. What a mystery it all is! The obvious 
explanation is that only thus can he keep himself in the centre 
of the web that has caught and holds jme. He will be the death 
of me. But for him my instinct of self-preservation would 
already have come into play. Increasing age would have begun 
to deaden my desires. The horrible creature has put the whole 
mechanism of my nature out of gear. It is his devotion that has 
kept alive and nourished in me those relics of youtlifulness that 
others find so admirable. But I know tliat I have reached the 
end, that my race is run. But he is all the time at my elbow, 
ready with the plausible excuse, always managing at the last 
moment to provide just the amount of money I need, watchful, 
prepared, never at a loss. He forces leisure on me, and I am 
killed by leisure. Passion is dragging me by the hair down the 
road to destruction, and it is he who sweeps aside all the 
obstacles which might otherwise have afforded me a breathing- 
space. I see men about me who have found salvation in profes- 
sional duties, in family affection. But the Revolou practice is no 
longer me, it is this sack of beastliness. My family? He has 
opened an impassable gulf between us. How? I can’t explain 
, the fact, but I know that it is there . . . perhaps by creating 
about us a shadowy zone into which those nearest to me can 
never penetrate. He has built up a closed and haunted world 
which keeps me from those who care for me. Worse than that, 
he has mined the very ground beneath that domestic refuge 
where, in spite of his mole-like burro wings, I can still at times 
make contact with them. . . . 

Landin pushed back his chair a few inches. He shook his head: 
he cried “No! No!” to somebody who was not there. “Is all 
that true?” he asked aloud. “Is there some grain of truth in what 
he says?” He covered his eyes with his hand and spoke again. “I 
must keep my head. ... I must think back. . . . How was it when 
we were at school? . . .” But he could not concentrate his 
thoughts. The page of notes lying open on the table drew his 
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eyes like a magnet, demanding his attention, calling to him. He 
was on his feet now, nor did he again sit down, but merely leaned 
forward to read what still remained. 

, . . When I am gone will this loathsome creature leave my 
children alone, or will he still haunt the places where they arc, 
though I shall be there no longer? Will his power pass widi my 
passing? shall I drag him with me into nothingness? . . . 

Landin, standing there motionless, leaned forward with both 
hands on the spread sheet. For a long time he remained hke that. 
No one had thought to close the shutters, and Orion blazed 
behind the blackness of the panes. At last he picked up the 
scribbled pages, squatted in front of the embers, and watched 
while a flickering and uncertain flame attacked the paper, with 
difficulty caught its edges, went out, and once more leaped into 
life. From time to time he lifted the half consumed book in the 
tongs and moved it about until the fire once more took hold. 
He waited for a long time, till all that remained was a wisp of 
bumt-out ash. 

Rose awoke with a start. She thought that she had heard a door 
open and the sound of footsteps on the stone flags of the hall. The 
great house, ramshackle and ill-secured, standing where town and 
country met, had never been lived in during the winter months. 
According to Madame Revolou it was the ideal setting for a 
crime. Rose, upright in bed, could hear nothing but the wind in 
the trees. ‘I must have been dreaming,’ she thought. It was four 
o’clock. She had still two more hours of sleep before her alarm- 
clock would ring. When that happened she would scramble into 
her clothes so as not to miss the first tram. Then her new life 
would begin, the life of a girl who goes out to earn a livelihood 
for her family. She would sit in the car looking at the faces 
opposite, waiting for some sign of friendly greeting. One day, 
she felt sure, Robert would push the shop-door open — or, no, 
he wouldn’t do that, he would wander up and down the street 



68 


THE UNKNOWN SEA 


waiting for her to come out. A flood of happiness welled up in 
her. . . No, life had not yet begun. Except for poor papa, this 
awfulncss had killed no one except those who, like Julien, had 
already been dead, had never really been alive. She would go 
forward, never turning her head, drawing after her her little 
brother Denis. What she earned she would give to others. There 
Was nothing she could do for them now but find them in food 
and lodging. . . . But Denis was different: she must see to it that 
he kept his place with Robert in her heart. . . . She was obsessed 
by the thought of her future happiness. It kept her awake, and 
when at last she did fall asleep it was only to be jerked into wake- 
fulness a few seconds later by the sudden whirr of the alarm clock 
sounding as though for the Day of Judgment. 

She dressed hurriedly in the bitter cold, her only light a candle. 
In the kitchen, the coffee-pot was standing in the embers where it 
had been put to keep warm. On the way back upstairs she 
noticed a line of light under the door of her father’s study. Had 
Monsieur Landin really spent the whole night going through 
papers? She knocked, pushed the door open, and stood hesitating 
on the threshold. The room was empty, but the overturned chair, 
the cushions scattered about the floor, the remains of burnt paper 
in the grate, all seemed to tell of something that she did not under- 
stand. She remembered suddenly how she had woken with a start 
in the middle of the night. Perhaps Landin had been murdered? 
She was too frightened to move, too frightened even to look 
whether anyone were lurking in the shadowed comers. . . . 
Maybe, a body was lying somewhere, hidden . . . unless, of coune 
Landin had merely gone to bed and forgotten to put the lights 
out. . . . 

She left the lamp burning, crossed the great courtyard, and 
noticing a light in the Cavailhes’ kitchen, tapped at the window. 
Madame Cavailhes half opened the door, and at once reassured 
her visitor. Monsieur Landin had asked her to open the front 
gates during the night. He had taken it into his head to walk 
back to Bordeaux — “so as not to waste any time. . . . From 
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the way he acted you might have thought his house was on 
fire/’ 

What — ^who — Rose wondered, had driven him to flight? She 
stood shivering at the point where the lane from the stables met 
the main road. Whom was he fighting now? Poor Landin! How 
frightful to be Landin! She watched the single headlight of the 
fiirst tram grow bigger in the mist. 

She sat among a crowd of workmen. Already she felt tired, and 
dreamed of those almost fabulous times when the sun had wak- 
ened her in her bed, and the maid had brought a steaming tray. 
She caught again the smell of toast mingled with the sweet, 
resinous scent of twigs crackling in the hearth. But now she was 
sharing the lot of the majority of the human herd. No longer 
would the sound of factory sirens, heard in the half-light of 
dawn, send her burrowing into her blankets with a passing 
thought for “those poor workmen.” That summons had now a 
meaning for her, too. No, she was not now, as once she had been, 
cut off from the rest of the world, and this thought, far from 
appalling her, woke her from her mood of lethargy, and drove 
her onwards. 


VII 

W E have been here longer than any of the other 
tenants,” said Mademoiselle Fehcia Landin to the 
concierge who had emerged pasty-faced from the 
basement, clutching her latest baby to her breast. “I regard you 
more as a friend than a concierge. I am not in the least put out by 
the thought that you may repeat to others what I am going to tell 
you; in fact, 1 hope you will. The people on the second floor arc 
going round saying it’s because of the Revolou crash that my 
brother has gone away, and that he’s afraid he may be arrested. 
But don’t please, Madame Joseph, dont think that I in any way 
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hold it against you. It would be outrageous if you were to be held 
responsible for all the disgusting gossip that goes on in this house! 
But one thing’s beyond question — ^as anyone can find out for 
himself by taking a little trouble — and that is that all the lawyers 
in the place have been trying to get hold of Landin. No one’s 
reputation could stand higher. Only the other day, Boste’s senior 
clerk was saying to me that nothing but Landin’s genius for 
business could possibly have staved off the crash, with Revolou 
throwing his money away as he was doing. Don’t make any 
mistake about it — lawyers and stockbrokers know an honest man 
when they see one! It was practically settled that Malbourget 
should take him on. All he asked was that he should be given 
enough time in which to wind up Monsieur Revolou’s affairs. 
He has worked himself to a shadow, Madame Joseph. He has 
spent sleepless nights trying to straighten things out. But it no 
more occurred to the family to thank him than it occurs to them 
to say ‘good-day’ when we meet in the street. The trouble with 
Monsieur Landin is that he’s as faithful as a dog — and pray don’t 
think I mean that as flattery. Devoted sister though I am, I can’t 
forgive him for ignoring the interests of his own flesh and blood, 
and sacrificing them in favour of people who treat us like so 
much dirt, though in matters of honour, religion, morality and 
all that, they can’t hold a candle to you, Madame Joseph, as this 
wretched scandal has shown only too clearly. 

“What they did to him the last night he spent at Leognan 
going through the papers, I’m sure I Jont know. All I can tell you 
is that he got home in the early hours, long before the first tram 
was running, having made the journey entirely on foot! If he 
were anyone else one would hardly credit it! But you know what 
he’s like. We all have our little manias, and his is for walking till 
he drops, even at night, especially at night, as a matter of fact, and 
through the least frequented districts, too, quite often down by 
the docks. It’s a wonder to me he’s never been set upon. I suppose 
it’s because he looks so down-at-heel and so innocent. ... If it 
comes to that, I’ve a very shrewd suspicion that he was knocked 
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down once, though he never dared admit as much. ... I assure 
you that if I did nothing else, I still couldn’t keep his trousers 
clean of mud or prevent him from treading down his shoes. 
You’ve no idea the distances that man can cover without feeling 
tired. And then, all of a sudden, over he’ll go as if he’d been pole- 
axed. Usually at week-ends, that is, and then he sleeps the clock 
round without even bothering to take his clothes off. So you sec, 
it didn’t surprise me to find him dripping with sweat, in spite of 
the cold, muddy to the waist, and looking almost as though he’d 
been drugged — as he usually does after such outings. . . . But 
what did make me sit up and take notice was the fact tliat he 
didn’t go to bed as I should have expected him to do. ... I don’t 
mind admitting that usually when he comes in like that. I’m very 
careful not to say anything to him. As a rule, he’s the gentlest of 
creatures, but after those mad walks of his he’s no better than a 
wild animal, and it’s no use pretending to you that he isn’t, be- 
cause you’ve seen him in those states more tlian once in the last 
fifteen years. ... It doesn’t often happen, but there’s no knowing 
when one of the fits’ll come on him. . . . Well, on tliis occasion, 
instead of going to bed, he told me to heat some coffee, and, 
while I was doing it, he said ‘Fdicia, give me a good brush.* 
‘Aren’t you going to bed, Louise’ I asked him. ‘No,’ he said: 
‘I’ve got too much to do today.’ 

“He seemed gloomy, but not angry, and he kept on blowing 
his nose. When he’d eaten and drimk — luckily I had some bread 
and butter in the house — he wrote a telegram on a piece of paper 
and told me to send it from the branch office in the Place Saint- 
Projet, reply paid. ‘I’ll go when I’ve finished what I’m doing,’ I 
said. ‘No, I want you to go now, at once, Felicia, and I forbid you 
to read what I’ve written.* 

“He spoke so gently that I felt frightened. I was trembling so 
violently, Madame Joseph, that I couldnt read. But at last I 
managed to control my agitation, and then I noticed that the 
telegram was addressed to Monsieur Edgar Salem, Rue Saint- 
Lazare, Paris, It ran as follows: ‘Offer accepted. Wire if terms 
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agreed. Arriving soon as possible.* I must tell you that this Salem 
is in a very big way of business, and had made Louis a really 
splendid offer. You know how he hates change. He would never 
dream of moving, though, if you’ll excuse my saying so, your 
house is one of the few remaining in the city that hasn’t got water 
laid on. 

“ ‘What does it all mean, Louis?’ ‘You can ask me questions 
when you’ve sent the telegram’. He didn’t speak ill-temperedly, 
but in that serious way of his. I didn’t try to wheedle anything 
out of him then, though I don’t pretend I didn’t make the most 
of my chance. I was mad with joy at the chance of seeing Paris at 
last. ‘I’m absolutely staggered, Louis,’ I said: ‘but with joy!’ 
‘Why?’ he rephed: ‘it’s not going to make any difference to you. 
You’ll be staying on here.’ ‘All alone, Louis?’ — I pulled a pretty 
long face, as you may imagine. I told him such a thing would be 
quite impossible, that we had never been parted, that it was all 
just another of the Revolous’ underhand tricks. ‘Don’t think they 
are driving me away, Felicia: it’s he." ‘Who do you mean?’ 
‘Oscar.’ 

“He’s a remarkable man, Madame Joseph, but you and I 
know that there is something odd about him. I think I’ve told you 
that our mother was neurasthenic. She had a perfect horror of 
our father. I remember the poor dear once saying to me — ‘I 
sometimes wonder how you and Louis ever came to be bom at 
all. . . .’ What was I saying? Oh, yes . . . you can imagine the 
effect his words had on me. ‘But this Oscar of yours is dead, 
Louis: you know that!’ ‘People don’t realize the power of the 
dead,’ he answered. ‘When they want to warn you off some- 
thing they’ve got more than one way of doing it — they’re 
cunning!’ and he laughed — you know that way he has of laugh- 
ing sometimes — until I could stand it no longer. ‘Don’t laugh 
like that, Louis!’ I said: ‘you’ll make me have a breakdown. . . . 
Dearest, I really do think you must be going mad!’ At that he 
became serious again. He stared at me with those lovely childlike 
eyes of his. My heart was tom, seeing him like that, his face all 
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drawn with fatigue and looking so sad. It’s because I’m mad that» 
from now on. I’m going to live like a madman. There’s no point 
in living sensibly, Fehcia, when one is mad. . . . ’ ” 

At that moment, Madame Joseph’s baby started to wail. She 
gave it a shaking, and asked a question. Didn’t it ever occur to 
Mademoiselle Landin, that her brother sometimes drank a Uttle 
too much? 

“There’s not a soberer man in the world! I’ve often known him 
look as though he were drunk when he hasn’t touched a drop. It’s 
something inside him that goes to his head, if you know what I 
mean . . . something to do with his nerves, I think. . . . But to go 
back to what I was saying about all the wicked talk that’s going 
roimd. It’s just as well that you should know he’s still in close 
touch with the people who are winding up the Revolou estate, 
and will go on with his part of the business even though he is to 
live in Paris. He has made over the furniture and securities to me, 
and will send me three hundred francs a month — which is more 
than I shall need. But I shall feel worried about him. Not that I 
see much of him here — away all day at work, as he is, and run- 
ning round the streets after dark, but sooner or later he always 
comes home, and looking after him gives me something to do. 
And there are days when he suddenly becomes quite calm, when 
he seems satisfied, relaxed, almost happy. Still, I shall go now 
and again to Paris to see him: he’s promised that. . . . But 
how am I going to fill my days now that I’ve nothing to look 
forward to?” 

“Perhaps Mr. Right’ll come along, Miss. You’re quite an 
heiress now — with your regular income, your securities, and 
a houseful of furniture!” 

“How abominable! What do you take me for, Madame 
Joseph?” 

“J don’t see what’s so abominable about it!” protested the 
concierge, thoroughly put out by this attack. “Life’s not over at 
forty-five, you know.” 

Felicia Landin looked at the other’s coarse and stringy figure: 
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“The very idea! . . 

“All very well to turn your nose up, miss: but you don't know 
what you're turning it up atV* 


VIII 

T he life of the Revolou family gradually took on a definite 
shape and fell into a regular rhythm. Denis now com- 
panioned Rose on her early morning journeys, and stood 
with her waiting for the first tram. Almost always the car's 
Cyclopean eye emerged from thick mist. Once inside, Denis 
would resume his interrupted sleep, leaning against his sister, and 
she, too, would doze until they reached the boulevards. From 
there on they went their different ways, he to school, she to her 
bookshop which was situated in an alley off the Rue Sainte- 
Catherine. It was a spot which had been familiar to both of them 
in the days when they had never wanted for pocket-money, and 
spent long hours every Thursday rummaging among tlie shelves. 

It was a source of great comfort to Denis through those long 
and gloomy days that he could follow his sister in imagination as 
she moved about behind the counters, or climbed up and down 
ladders. They met at the half-past-six tram. Denis would always 
open the conversation by asking the same question: “Any of the 
customers ask your advice?” It had become a ritual phrase ever 
since, in the enthusiasm of her early days at the shop. Rose 
claimed to direct the reading of her fellow citizens and to guide 
their steps along the road to the masterpieces. But the first 
gentleman who had asked her help had wanted something 
“amusing.” “Is it amusing? Are you sure that La Nigresst Blonde 
is amusing? . . . And what about faurai un bel enterrement' i D'you 
think it’ll make me laugh?” 

“Some find it amusing, and some don’t,” she had answered, 
“It is all a matter of temperament.” 
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*‘How about this? Is it rather — ^you know what I mean? Not 
that Tm particularly keen on smutty books. ... If one wants to 
imagine things, one doesn’t need any help from books. . . 

‘‘He actually dared to say a thing like that to you?” Denis had 
been furious. “How many books of verse have you sold since you 
went there?” 

“One Jardin de V Infante, apart from what your friend Pierrot 
orders from the Mercure. . . .” 

“You didn’t tell me you had seen Pierrot. . . .” 

In the daytime, the house, relieved of their presence, belonged 
to Julien. He had reached the point of condescending to leave his 
room while his mother gave it an airing and re-made his bed. 
One fine morning he ventured to take a turn round the garden, 
after first assuring himself that all the members of the Cavailhes 
family were out of sight. He would not run the risk of meeting 
any human creature. At five in the afternoon he went back to bed. 
His mother brought him his evening meal. He was forever deep 
in some detective story. Madame Revolou never saw her two 
younger children except at dinner. She descended as from some 
inaccessible star, bringing news of what was happening in that 
remote bedroom, as though the incidents enacted within its four 
walls could compete for interest with the occurrences of the great 
world. On the rare occasions when Julien consented to open his 
lips, she told them what he had said, adding her own marginal 
comments. She also reported on the state of his appetite and on 
his digestive whims. 

One day there was terrific excitement. Julien had asked for a 
newspaper! Unfortunately, his eye had been caught by the 
account of a wedding, the guests at which were all personally 
known to him, and tliis had brought on a relapse. She blamed 
herself for being so careless. She ought to have gone through the 
paper before letting him see it. Now he would have to make up 
for all the ground he had lost. 

What made her especially sad was to see the way in which her 
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eldest son, who had once been so proud of his appearance, now 
refused to wash. “Don’t you remember how he always used to 
take two baths a day, and regularly had his nails manicured? ... I 
can keep his face and hands and feet reasonably clean . . . but 
otherwise! . . 

Denis had devised a system by which, without listening to 
what she was saying, he could simulate the appearance of deep 
interest and concentrated attention. He would keep his eyes fixed 
on Rose, whose thoughts, like his own, were elsewhere. She was 
dropping with fatigue, she said, and it was true that her face had 
lost most of its colour since she had been at the shop and that her, 
eyes were ringed with shadow, even though old man Chardon, 
out of consideration for a former customer, did let her sit down 
when she was not actually serving. But she did not, in any way, 
excite pity. The glow of an inner happiness burned through her 
face to such an extent that Denis could almost feel a sensation of 
physical warmth. She laughed at his slightest word, as though 
there were in her an overplus of contentment and joy for which 
she had got to find an outlet. She had never been gentler with 
him. But she rarely asked him questions, and of tliis he com- 
plained bitterly. 

“You’re no longer interested in me.” 

“Do you want me to talk to you about your work? That, 
thank Heavens, has never been a cause of anxiety . . . and, after 
all, you are seventeen. ...” 

“It’s not a question of my work, but of me, Rose, of me, your 
seventeen-year-old brother.” 

“But you know perfectly well that I listen to you. I do nothing 
else but listen to you. You’re the one, really, who won’t do the 
talking.” 

“What can one say to a great girl when she’s one’s sister?” 

“Then what are you complaining of, silly?” 

“I’ve explained it all once — of the faa that you’re not interested 
in me, that you don’t find me an interesting person.” 

“Oh, come now!” 
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“You think Vm much less intclligfnt than Pierrot Costadot” 

“You’ve not got his peculiar gifts • . . which reminds me, I saw 
him yesterday. He’s coming out here on Thursday. He wants to 
show you some bits of his Cyfce/e.’’ 

“So you’ve'seen him? What did you talk about?” 

She said that they had talked about his poetry, but that he had 
not stayed long. . . . Hed pay a trip one Thursday too, thought 

Denis, just to see what was going on One part of the day, in 

particular, was a source of worry to him — the lunch interval, 
those two hours which she spent away from the shop. At six, 
after closing time, she ran for her tram. ... It was not tact that 
made Denis hesitate to put his plan into execution, but fear of 
what he might discover, and a sort of apathy about Pierrot 
Costadot. 

Sure enough, Thursday came bringing with it young Costadot 
on his bicycle, though a cold rain was falling. He arrived just as 
Denis was beginning to hope that he would not turn up at all. 
He took him into the small drawing-room, and at once turned 
the conversation on to Cyhele^ while all around them the country- 
side lay sodden under melting snow. He felt strongly that 
Pierrot had something he wanted to say to him, that he was with 
difficulty keeping back some piece of important news of which he 
was full. But he had no desire to know what it was, and kept the 
talk on the subject of his friend’s poem, of which he was im- 
mensely fond. 

“I haven’t got much further with it,” said Costadot. “My 
mind’s been full of something quite different. . . . D’you really 
want me to talk about Cyhele'* (he was touched, indeed, quite 
overcome by his friend’s enthusiasm). . . . “I’ve just got to the 
part where Atys is false to her, and where she surprises him with 
the nymph Sangaris. I’ve been grinding away for the last week at 
about twenty lines or so.” 

“Can you repeat them by heart?” 

“Would you like to hear them — ^honestly?” 



78 


THE UNKNOWN SEA 


He threw away the cigarette which he had just lit. 

needn’t explain that here, as formerly, it’s Cybele talking 
to herself. . . .” 

He started, with that curious nasal drawl which, for the 
moment, had lost its power to dharm his friend. 

In the high wood the tearing of the gale 
Mimicked the sea. Between the trunks a pale 
Flicker of light, for one brief moment toss*d 
About the darkness, showed, now wholly lost 
Each in the other, two pale worlds of flesh, 

Atys and Sangaris caught in the hot mesh 

Of love. And in that livid instant all my hate 

Stood suddenly at gaze. A bitter paradise 

Held them immune within my myriad arms 

That thresh’d above them. Safe from the alarms 

Of Heaven they lay in ecstasy. Powerless my eyes 

To start them from delight. Gleaming with rain and sweat 

Their bodies lay, nor could the fiery threat 

Of thunder touch them. On their joined langours fell 

Drop by slow drop, made harmless by the spell 

Of their linked slumbers, all the slow 

Seepage of my branches. To and fro 

I waved tormented arms. Body to body cleaves. 

The air is odorous with scent of wet and trodden leaves. 

Denis took his two hands from his face. After a short pause, he 
said: 

“Loneliness confronted by the love of others . . . that is what, 
fundamentally, your Cybele symbolizes: tlie mortal creature 
gazing into the unplumbed depths of a delight in which she can 
have no part, whose awareness of love is confined to a sense of 
that solitary flame burning within her, yet without the power to 
bring hght or warmth to any human being. ...” 

“But, Denis, we have nothing to do with such things. Are you 
mad? We have not begun to love, you and I . . . not ‘seriously,’ as 
you used to say.” 

His friend made no reply, and Costadot, leaning over the fire, 
went^on. 

“And, until we do, we can find pleasure only in the love of 
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others. I wanted to be quite sure about that before I told you. • . . 
I wouldn’t say anything before it was all settled.” 

Denis had looked up now, and was staring at him. He was 
filled with hatred for the face to which the effort of bicycling and 
the warmth of the fire had imparted so high a colour; for the 
downy fluff on the glowing cheeks. 

“What has happened was so utterly unexpected! Robert and I 
have been terribly wrong about poor mamma. She really is upset 
by all the awful things that have happened to you . . . and now 
she’s made up her mind to do the very last thing we should ever 
have expected of her. For a long time I just couldn’t believe it, 
but the evidence is too strong. I’ve been legally declared of age, 
old man, and the family fortune is to be shared out between the 
three of us — not only papa’s money, but mamma’s as well. . . 

Denis broke in impatiently: 

“What’s that got to do with me?” 

“But don’t you understand, Denis? It means that Robert will 
be independent, that he’ll be able to manage now until he’s 
through with his medical studies — even with a wife. What d’you 
say to that?” 

Denis had got up. He stood facing the fireplace, his back to 
Pierre. When he spoke it was without any sign of emotion. 

“You forget that Rose has other things to bother about now. 
She’s turned the page, she’s no longer interested in all that. Why 
are you laughing like a little idiot?” 

“Nonsense! she’s not turned any page. ... If she’s said nothing 
to you, it’s because she didn’t believe, any more than we did, that 
my mother would be as good as her word . . . didn’t want to 
rouse hopes in you that might be disappointed.” 

“So. they’ve been seeing one another, is that it?” Denis’s tone 
was quite detached. 

“For the last three weeks they’ve been lunching together at a 
dairy not far from the Faculty of Medicine. I go diere, too, on 
Thursdays. I’ve been longing to tell you. It was Rose who didn’t 
want me to. Well, how about it, old man?” 
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Denis shook his head. He didn^t see how Pierrot came into the 
picture at all. 

*‘But I do — Vm terribly important. Between ourselves, mamma 
is frightfully keen about this sharing business, but she keeps on 
saying that landed property brings in less and less, that the cost of 
repairs is soaring, that taxes are increasing and dividends falling, 
and that Robert can’t possibly take on the responsibility or 
keeping a whole family. . . . Now do you see?” 

“You can reassure her on that point. We don’t want a penny 
piece from her son.” 

He had turned round, and the face which he showed to Pierrot 
was drained of colour. His friend was struck with consternation. 

“I’ve been a brute, Denis. Please forgive me. It’s all so horribly 
sordid, and it doesn’t matter two hoots. Robert’ll be earning his 
Uving in a few years. . . besides, he’ll have my all share, as well as 
his own. . . . The only thing that matters is that Rose’s happiness 
should not be compromised . . . apart from that. . . .” 

“So youve decided, have you, that Rose’s happiness depends 
on your brother? Are you so sure of that?” 

Costadot, touched on the raw, flared up. “That’s a thing 
neither you nor I can decide. It concerns no one but them. My 
own view is. . . . Look here, Denis, I lunch with them every 
Thursday, and I keep my eyes skinned. Robert has to stay late at 
the hospital, and is always the last to turn up. If only you could 
see Rose’s face when he comes in! ‘Powerless my eyes to start 
them from delight’ — d’you remember? . . . My Cybele cannot 
distinguish pleasure from happiness, but love can be wholly 
present even before a man and a woman have so much as ex- 
changed a kiss.” 

Denis asked: 

“Do they kiss?” 

Pierrot’s laugh was a shade too loud. 

“What a question, old man!” 

“It’s time you started back, Pierrot,” said Denis, who had 
walked over to the window. “It’s snowing in earnest, and it’ll 
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soon be quite dark. The road will be impossible. . . . But I was 
forgetting: that doesn’t matter to you now, does it? . . . you can 
afford a car.” 

“Please don’t talk like that, Denis: I hate it.” 

They went down the back stairs in order to fetch Pierrot’s 
bicycle from the kitchen where he had left it. 

“Why should you hate it? Is it so awful to have a bank account 
and to be able to draw cheques? Not ashamed of that, are you? 
You’ve got your duty to think of, your duty as a respectable 
member of society. You’ll end by being just like your mother. 

You’re rather like her as it is You’ve got her voice, and if you 

go on putting on weight. . . 

They were in the scullery which lay between the staircase and 
the kitchen. It was badly Ut by a paraffin lamp. Denis could not 
see the effect of his mockery, but when Costadot spoke again he 
could barely recognize his voice. 

“What have I done to you, Denis?” 

There was no answer. He could hear Denis’s loud breathing. 
Pots and pans gleamed on the shelves over their heads. Jars of 
jam stood ranged in rows. There was a pervasive smell of spices 
and washing. Denis panted as though he had been running. 
Suddenly, leaning against the wall, with his face in his hands, he 
burst into tears. 

“Denis!” said Costadot again: “what have I done to you?” 

He took his friend by the shoulders, but the latter shook him- 
self free. Pierrot would not be silenced. 

“Why won’t you tell me that I’ve done to you?” 

“I don’t know ... I’d tell you if I did ... I don’t know why I’m 
so miserable. . . 

That night he complained of a headache and went to bed 
without eating any dinner. Rose sat by him for a while He wanted 
nothing but to be left in peace. His sister said that she would 
stay with him, reading and not saying a word. To this he agreed. 
She looked at him when she thought he could not see what she 
was doing. She knew that Pierrot had been there that afternoon. 
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*Hc’s hurt because I haven’t trusted him, because I’ve been de- 
ceitful/ she thought. He, for his part, interpreted her presence 
at his bedside as meaning ‘I’m asking you to forgive me.’ It 
seemed simpler to both of them to say nothing. 


IX 

I N the evenings it was always Robert Costadot who arrived 
first at the statue of “Youth and the Chimaera” in the broad 
walk of the Public Gardens. He knew that at that very 
moment Rose would be leaving Chardon’s bookshop, and that 
in ten minutes* time he would see her coming towards him 
through the glittering lace-work of the sprinklers and the 
mingled smell of dust, wet grass and painted iron chairs. He 
waited for her, impatient to be confirmed in his belief that she 
really was like the image which he carried in his heart, like the 
Rose Revolou with whom he had danced all last season . . . and 
this year, too, with the same rapt and radiant face, always wearing 
dresses that matched so well the graceful slimness of her body. . . . 
It was seldom in those days that some little detail of negligence 
did not give evidence of her angelic indifference to trifles — a 
shoulder-strap showing, a hook unfastened, a rebellious lock of 
hair which had escaped the eagle eye of Monsieur Tardy. . . . 
“She is so untidy,’’ said her mother. But Robert had loved her 
untidiness. In a girl who could command every refinement of 
luxury he had found it not unattractive. 

Meanwhile, Rose would be hurriedly washing her hands in 
the back-shop, saying good-night to Chardon, and delightedly 
breathing in the fresh air as she walked along the Cours dc 
I’lntendance. The setting sun would put an aureole about the 
dusty little figure, with its pale face and lustreless hair, which 
soon Robert would greet with that same sinking of the heart, 
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that same feeling of irritation, which came on him each evening 
when he realized, with disappointment, how different she was 
now from the adored image which he stored up in his memory. 
But her eyes were loveher than they had ever been, less focussed 
even now than then upon this weary world where all, save love, 
is care and torment. 

She was blissfully unaware that her cheap httle dress of mourn- 
ing black had not been brushed, that the heels of her shoes were 
trodden over. She flew on her way, crossing the Place dc 
Quinconces, seeing nobody, until, at the end of the Cours de 
Gourgucs, tlie great black and gold railings of the Public Gardens 
came into view. 

Then it was diat Robert caught sight of her coming towards 
him. He had had plenty of time during the past twenty-four 
hours to forget what she really looked like. He took her hands, 
bent towards her, caught the faint, sour odour of her body. Then 
she broke free, the better to devour him with her eyes. She drank 
in the sight of him, assuaging in long, deep draughts the thirst 
that had been with her all through the weary day. But her eager* 
gaze was blind. She saw no disappointment in his face, nor how 
his love changed suddenly to pity — pity for the girl whom 
humble tasks had worn and fretted, pity for himself and for the 
life which henceforth he must live within the narrow limits of 
her poverty. And simultaneously, he was assailed by a sense of 
shame that he should feel such things. He had to force himself to 
make the gestures, to say the words, which might reassure her 
should the slightest hint of doubt awake. But she judged his 
tenderness by the standards of her own. Sometimes she said to 
him: 

“You look tired and depressed: you arc working too hard.” 

It would never have occurred to her that he might be suffering 
from disappointment. He had sought her hand in spite of the 
disaster which had ruined and all but dishonoured the Revolous. 
He had stood out against his terrifying mother. . . . Why, then, 
should she have any doubts of him? 
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She led him always to their favourite bench which was on the 
island, behind the bandstand. If it was already occupied, they 
took two chairs. She said little, relaxing happily in the joy of his 
presence. Ducks and fat goldfish were busy quarrelling over 
scraps of bread thrown to them by some child. Rose had sailed 
into sheltered waters. She made vague answers when Robert 
talked about looking for a flat, about choosing furniture. What- 
ever he did would be right. Already, in anticipation, she loved 
the place where they would live together, the room in which he 
would hold her all night in his arms. Her thoughts would go no 
further than that shared repose. She was already building the nest, 
in imagination, which promised sleep beside him. She would be 
going out to work no longer. He had suggested that she should 
leave Chardon’s at once, but this she had refused to do, saying 
that she would not be an expense to him before she bore his 
name. 

Had he really insisted she would, no doubt, have yielded. 
Perhaps, he thought, he had admitted the soundness of her argu- 
ments a little too quickly, as though he were anxious that she 
should not abandon her means of livelihood. Could it be that 
some unadmitted thought lurked at the back of his mind? 
Did he believe that there was still time to go back on the decision 
already made? The small, confiding head lay heavy on his 
shoulder. The lustreless, dusty hair tickled his cheek. . . . Such an 
idea was unimaginable, unthinkable. 

“WeVe got only an hour before the last tram leaves,’* he 
said. 

They went to a dairy and had two eggs eacli and a cup of 
chocolate. Rose paid no attention to what she was eating. Things 
that shocked Robert had no effect on her — a badly washed cup, 
grease stains, and the dirty marks left by glasses on the table. She 
saw only her love. The squalid world about it, inhabited by those 
who have no money, she banished from her consciousness. 

On this particular evening he said: 

“No one would ever believe that you used to live in one of the 
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finest houses in this city. It has taken only two months for you to 
get quite out of the habit of luxury/* 

“Luxury/* 

She raised her tired eyes to his. He noticed a few blackheads 
on the side of her nose. Her neck, he saw, was thin. 

“There is only one luxury.** 

He understood. She meant their love. 

His large hand closed on her httle one with its worn nails. She 
must never know, never guess! All his life must be one long 
deceit. It would be so easy to pull the wool over eyes so wholly 
bhnd. 

He walked with her to the boulevard where the L^ognan tram 
was waiting. 

“Don*t forget about Saturday,** she said: “the day after to- 
morrow. You*re coming to Leognan, you know, for the night. 
We shall have the whole evening together: we shall have until the 
next morning. We can stay out late: the evenings are so still.** 

He was, he reflected, about to rivet yet another link to the 
chain which held him. On Saturday he would enter her home in 
the guise of one officially betrothed. 

She was already on the platform of the tram. A street lamp 
picked out the posters on the walls of the terminus. He waved his 
hand. Rose kept her eyes fixed on her future husband until the 
tram turned the comer. Then she went inside and sat down 
absorbed in her happiness. 

She knew when they were approaching the open country with- 
out having to open her eyes. Into the city stench there drifted a 
smell of fig-trees and cattle-sheds. 

While she was driving deeper into the peace of the rural world, 
Robert, moving in the opposite direction, plunged into the heart 
of the stifling city, padding softly past walls that were burning 
hot to the toucli. Here and there the heady smell of limes spilled 
into the street from near-by gardens. He could see through open 
windows into unlit rooms, and make out against the dark in- 
teriors the vague white smudges of human faces. 
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It was impossible for him to go to his room without first 
looking in on his mother. It had become an established rule that 
she could never go to sleep imtil her sons were all back, and had 
come to give her a good-night kiss. Besides, it was only nine 
o’clock, and he knew that she would be sitting in the darkness by 
her open window. He dreaded the coming interview, yet longed 
for it as for something that might bring him help, though what 
kind of help he did not know. What had seemed, a moment 
back, utterly inconceivable, took its place, on a sudden, among a 
host of possibilities. Hadn’t he so often heardhis mot her, calm 
and unperturbed in many a crisis, say — “We’ll find a way out, 
never fear”? 

And she always did find a way out. He had never lost the habit 
of seeing his mother through the eyes of a child. Nothing irrepar- 
able could ever happen so long as she was there. 

Still, she seemed resigned now to the idea of his marriage, and 
no longer raised objections, though he noticed that she had so far 
refrained from mentioning any specific date. Like Rose, she 
wouldn’t hurry him, because of the examination hanging over 
his head. . . . 

As he mounted die stairs he was seized by a spasm of self- 
disgust. ... He wouldn’t let himself even think such things. . . . 
Rose was to be his wife. Already an older picture was before his 
eyes, the picture of his partner at last winter’s balls. And it ousted 
from his vision a shabby little work-girl who no longer had a 
mother’s watchful eye upon her. 


X 

M adame COSTADOT was seated, not by the open 
window, but at her desk which was lit by a reading- 
lamp. The room was hermetically sealed against the 
intrusion of mosquitoes. A bunch of lavender always used to be 
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kept in the night table, and this piece of furniture sdll retained a 
dubious odour. 

The old lady presented her forehead to Robert. But she did not 
look at him. 

“I was just going through the estimate for the Cours dc 
Gourgues.” 

She always referred to her house-property by the names of the 
streets in which the various houses were situated. She would say: 
“We shall soon have to think about a new roof for the Cours dc 
Martinique,” or “There’s a gutter needed in the Quai dc 
Paludate.” 

“I’m afraid we’ve chosen a bad year for handing over your 
inheritance. I’m beginning to wonder whether I oughtn’t to 
advance you something . . . yes,” she went on, her mind busy 
with its own thoughts, “but where am I to find the money?” 

He made no answer. She could hear her words echoing in the 
emptiness of the poor weak-willed creature at her side. She could 
feel that he was in some way cut off from her, but did not know 
what to do for the best. With every day that passed he would 
become a little more deeply involved. But she had made up her 
mind that until the date of the marriage was actually fixed, she 
would make no frontal attack. But her least word, Httle though 
she consciously realized the fact, did, to some extent, take on 
the nature of an attack. 

Robert gazed at the solid mass of his mother, the desk and the 
chair. In the harsh concentration of the light they looked as 
though they had been, all three, carved in a single piece from a 
sohd block of wood. His vacillating heart went out suddenly to 
the child, who at that very moment was feeling on her closed 
eyes the first faint touch of country air less than three miles from 
the city limits, and smelling already the scent of heath and pine. 

The tram stopped, and Rose got out. When, as usual, she said 
to the conductor — “Sec you in the morning,” he replied: 

“Not tomorrow, miss: Lavaud’s on duty tomorrow morning.” 
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He had had some skin disease when young, and there was still 
something about him of the ailing child, though he wore a thick 
wedding-ring on his finger. She wished him good-night and 
began to skirt the shadowy park. She had a feeling that she would 
like to stroke the branches which pushed beyond the low wall in 
which tufts of maiden-hair fern were growing. Better than any 
human beings they knew of her love. It would be truer to say 
that they formed part of it, that they played a role in the secret 
world of her delight, wrapping it round with the rustle of their 
leaves. It mattered nothing to them that she was shabbily dressed 
and as ill-cared-for as any other poor working-girl who gets up 
early by candle-light and has no hot water in which to wash. 
They spread above her now the same fronds under which she 
had wandered in the gay summer dresses that had looked like 
flowers. 

There was a “snack” regularly left out for her in the dining- 
room. As always when she got home, Denis was standing at the 
far end. He did not come forward to kiss her. It was she who 
went and laid a hand upon his forehead. 

“You ought to get your hair cut,” she said. 

His tousled head looked bigger than ever. He fixed her with an 
owl-like eye. 

“How’s Robert?” he asked. 

“All right,” she said. “You know, don’t you, that he’s coming 
on Saturday to dine and spend the night?” 

Denis wanted to know in which room they were to put him. 

“The Green Room.” 

“We can’t, it’s got a leaky gutter.” 

“That won’t matter in this weather.” 

“A single storm would be enough to make it overflow. Why 
not the Carnation Room?” 

“Yes, perhaps that would be better.” 

She had always imagined Robert in the Green Room. Hastily 
in her imagination she rearranged the fancied setting, and trans- 
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ported him to the narrower stage of the room he was to be given 
where the chintz had a pattern of carnations, red and pink. 

Denis asked her whether she would like a sttoU before going to 
bed. She would have dearly liked to walk down the avenue where 
the stunted trees gave glimpses of the spangled sky, but her legs 
would not support her a moment longer. She would scarcely be 
able to get through her prayers, and would fall at once into a 
sleep of sheer exhaustion. 

As she passed Julien’s door, she heard her mother’s voice. 

“Is that you. Rose? Don’t come in: your brother is washing. 
Any news?” 

“No; Robert’s coming on Saturday.” 

“So he is. . . . I’ve got a surprise for you both. Yes, I have,” 
slie insisted, her voice taking on the intonation of a child. . . . “A 
real surprise, you’ll see!” 

Rose hated it when her mother spoke in that affected, roguish 
way. She said to herself as she undressed, “Poor mummy’s not 
her old self” 

Denis wandered alone down tlie tree-shadowed paths. The 
darkness was in tune with his own inner gloom. Among all the 
planets, the earth alone was alive with scraping crickets. ‘In ten 
years,’ he said to himself, ‘in twenty, I shall remember this 
evening, and how miserable I felt!’ He was alone, not in the 
middle of a stretching plain, not in a garden, but in the spaces of 
a universe peopled with innumerable worlds. In two days’ time, 
at this same hour, Robert would be with them . . . and suddenly 
he was aware of the scent of lime as, on that evening still in the 
future, when the two lovers would be aware of it in their turn. 
He could feel in anticipation the way in which their love would 
bring disturbance to this scene of peace. On a sudden, the leaves 
above his head began to rustle, as though the trees were respond- 
ing to a passion of which they soon would be the wimesses. Denis 
thought: ‘Perhaps by Saturday the weather will have broken. 
We may have a storm. . . .’ and at once, in imagination, he was 
breathing in the scent of sodden earth and branches weighed 
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down with a load of moisture. He could feel upon his forehead, 
as Rose and Robert would feel it, a shower of warm drops. 
Only through the hearts of others did the night reach him. There 
was nothing direct and immediate in his contact with it. 

He turned and went back to the house, dreaming what such a 
night would have meant to Pierrot Costadot, whose only rela- 
tions with human kind came through the mediation of nature. 
He had never been able to free himself, or others, not even God, 
from the obsessive influence of the tangible world. . . . How did 
that odd poem go which Pierrot had written for Rose when he 
had had that dog-like adoration for her? He could remember 
only the two first verses, and began to murmur them. 

Still unawakened in the mesh 
Of sense I face tlie shadowed dawn: 

Nor yet can free myself forlorn 
From being captive to your flesh. 

I lay me down in the noon glare, 

Burned up by all your body’s heat. 

All through the day till night shall greet 
My eyes, I feel that furnace there. 

Was Pierrot still in love with Rose? Was he jealous of his 
brother? His passions lay silenced in an adoring contemplation of 
things. ‘What do I care,’ thought Denis, ‘about the earth and 
the grass and things that are blind, deaf and without feeling?’ 

His candle was burning on the hall table. When he reached the 
second floor it occurred to him to pay a visit to the Carnation 
Room where Robert would be sleeping. Another name for it 
was “Uncle Devize’s room,” after that great uncle who had died 
during the Second Empire. It belonged to nobody in particular, 
and the children entered it only when tliey were playing hide and 
seek over tlie whole house. 

He set his candle on the chest-of-drawers. The furniture dated 
from the Bourbon Restoration. He remembered that the vases 
which stood under glass bells on the mantelpiece had, on one 
side, an engraved design of a pair of shepherds, and, on the otlicr, 
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two angels adoring a chalice — so that they could be used indif- 
ferently in a Uving-room or on an altar. He remembered, toO| 
that he had once amused himself by shaking the low railing out- 
side the window which had worked loose in its sockets. He 
pushed open the shutters that gave upon the fresh and scented 
emptiness of night, just to make sure that the rail did, in fact, 
move beneath his hand. Exerting all his strength, he tried in vain 
to pull it from its fastenings. He saw, in imagination, Robert 
leaning against it with his great athletic frame which never gave 
the impression of power because the face above it was so devoid 
of energy, because its owner was so undecided in his movements. 
How was it that so manifest a contradiction did not move Rose 
with feelings of disgust and irritation? Denis could imagine the 
great chest leaning against this perilous support . . . pitching for- 
ward . . . falling .... He drove the image from his mind and shut 
the window. 


XI 

O N Saturday, Rose, Robert and Denis all travelled by the 
six o’clock tram. Denis stood on the front platform, but 
because Rose was tired, the engaged couple went inside 
and sat down. She did not look at Robert. His presence was 
enough for her. She could feel the material of his sleeve against 
her bare arm. For two whole days they would be together. Such 
happiness seemed to her almost unimaginable. ... But what 
were those few hours when set against the intimacy of every day 
and every night? How marvellous life was! Robert said not a 
word. She knew how difficult it was to get inside his mind. , . • 
But she would have all the time she needed for learning the 
mystery of his thoughts. 

The tram overtook the Saturday evening cyclists. There was 
much tinkling of bells, much young laughter. Cows in the burnt- 
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up fields were nosing round in search of scattered tufts of grass. 
A strong smell came from the open cattle-sheds. 

‘This is a decisive step/ Robert was thinking. ‘In the eyes of 
the world, of the servants, I am being welcomed as an affianced 
lover . . . and it is just as well. When something has been decided, 
one can’t go back on it.’ He was quite calm, and sensitive to 
the atmosphere of happiness of which he knew himself to be the 
cause. 

Denis did not so much as glance at the seated pair within the 
tram. When the pace increased he closed his eyes, threw back his 
head, and felt the country freshness on his face. A series of con- 
fused pictures took shape within his mind. These he followed 
until they reached a certain point of shamelessness, and then aban- 
doned. No one would ever know the things he thought about. 
Do others, he wondered, carry within themselves the same sort 
of hidden world, the existence of which they never betray in 
words? Is there, in all men, this gap between what they will admit 
and what conceal? Does God see the swarming confusion deep in 
the heart of every human creature? What does “getting rid” of 
evil thoughts mean?— just refusing to be aware of what is there, 
all the same. ... He heard Rose’s voice. 

“Denis, take Robert’s bag.” 

When the tram stopped at the point where a short lane led off 
to the stables, they were suddenly aware of scraping crickets and 
an immense humming of bees round a lime-tree. While Rose 
went to change her dress, Denis took Robert up to Uncle 
Devize’s room. 

“It looks north, so the heat won’t bother you. When you 
undress to-night, you’d better go to bed in the dark because of 
the mosquitoes.” 

He left their guest but pushed open the door again to say: 

“Be careful of that rail in front of the window . . . it’s loose. . ♦ . 
This is a frightful old barn of a place. . . .” 

“I thought your father had done a good deal in the way of 
repairs. . . 
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“He did . . • the least important ones, but not the most 
expensive. . . 

Denis had made the remark quite innocently, but he kept his 
eyes on Robert. 

“Which do you call the most expensive asked the latter. 

“In the first place, the roof. WeVe had to put you in this room 
facing north, because the one you ought to have had lets in the 
rain. When there’s a storm we have to put buckets and bowls up 
in the attics. All the ceilings are more or less in holes. You can 
imagine what re-roofing a great barrack of a place like this would 
mean. . . . Even in his most prosperous days, my father kept 
putting off the evil moment when he’d really have to shell out . . . 
and now it won’t wait any longer.’’ 

“What are you going to do about it?’’ 

Denis hesitated for a moment, and then said: 

“I think mother means to ask your advice. . . .’’ 

“I’ve none to give’’ (a note of firmness had suddenly come 
into Robert’s voice). “It’s no business of mine. We’ve got too 
many houses on our hands as it is. . . .’’ 

“Then we shall just have to sell,’* sighed Denis, “and for next to 
nothing. . . . Don’t say anything about that to Rose or mamma. 
... It would be a terrible blow to them. . . . You see, they’ve 
been hving in a bit of a dream world . . . imagining that you’d 
take all that off their shoulders. . . .’* 

“I most certainly shall say something about it,’’ broke in 
Robert drily: “ . . . I’m determined to get it all clear.’’ 

(His voice, the very way he stressed his words, was his 
mother’s.) 

“I don’t want there to be any misunderstanding.’’ 

“Are you there, Robert?’’ 

Rose came into the room. She was wearing a white dress 
trimmed with brodcrie anglaise. Her neck and arms were bare. 
She must have had a bath. A smell of freshness and Eau de 
Cologne hung about her. Despite the thinness of her features and 
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the way in which the sinews of her neck showed too promi- 
nently, she did now resemble his cherished memories of her. He 
drew her to him and gently sniffed the sweetness of her body. 
She showed no surprise, was fearful only that he might crush the 
beautiful trimming of her dress. She stepped back a pace and 
passed her hand over the rough skin of his cheeks, over his reddish 
moustache and handsome lips. He bit her finger. Suddenly they 
heard something heavy crash into the rhododendron bush. Rose 
uttered a faint cry. 

‘‘It’s the rail in front of your window,’’ said Denis. “I pitched 
it down.” 

Rose clutched Robert’s arm. 

“Why, you might have leaned on it!” 

Denis’s face as he looked at them was pale. 

“Here’s the surprise I was telling you about!” 

Julien was standing by his mother. In his short jacket and black 
tie he looked fat, pale and almost dignified, as though conscious 
of the solemn note struck by his presence at the evening’s festi- 
vities. There was a self-satisfied smile on the vapid face. 

“You have achieved a miracle, Robert, a real miracle,” went 
on Madame Revolou in the rather mincing tones which she 
assumed on social occasions. 

“I am not forgetful of the fact that I am the head of the 
Revolou family,” said Julien. “It was my duty to welcome you 
to Leognan. I have assumed the weight of my obligations. ... I 
shall pay dearly for such rashness . . . but no matter.” 

His mother was radiant. She listened with amazement to the 
questions he was putting to Robert Costadot. 

“Was the Horse-Show as brilliant as ever this year? Who won 
the Cup? Castelbajec, I’ll bet, and with Favori II, eh? That’s 
pretty comic, I must say! I suppose you know I almost bought 
him last year? — ^what, you don’t? — Saw his capabilities at the first 
glance — a foal out of Stella. . . . Remember Stella?” 

Robert looked at Rose. Yes, she really was like the girl he had 



THE UNKNOWN SEA 


once danced with. She had drunk a glass of champagne, and her 
cheeks were flushed. But that bright happiness in her eyes? — ^no, 
it was he who was responsible for that! 

He heard Denis’s voice. 

“D’you know what happened just now up in Uhcle Devize’s 
room, mamma? — the rail in front of the window. . . .” 

Madame Revolou sighed: 

“This house is Just falling to pieces. It’s a never-ending source 
of anxiety ...” and she glanced at Robert. 

He was bending above his plate, and made no reply. She took 
the opportunity, therefore, of pressing her point: 

“Sell, you’ll say. . . . But what sort of a price should we get? It 
does at least give us a roof over our heads, and provides us with 
poultry, vegetables, milk and wood. ... 1 sometimes wonder 
what will become of us. . . 

To this particular expression of wonder Robert was clearly 
expected to respond, but he had put up a thick screen of indiffer- 
ence. He could hear, as distinctly as the whirr of an alarm-clock, 
his mother’s words of warning: “Pretend you’re deaf: pretend 
not to understand!” 

A certain awkwardness hung over the rest of the meal, which 
came to an end before the lamps were brought in. There was 
something about the shadowy room, in which only the cloth and 
Julien’s shirt-front reflected the fading light, that Rose found 
faintly menacing. She drew Robert into the front hall, and 
shpped an old cape over her white dress. 

“Let’s get away while tliey’re having coffee. Come on, hurry. 
There’s not a scrap of wind. It’s just as 1 imagined it would be!’* 

He took her bare arm and gently squeezed it. He said to him- 
self: ‘I must concentrate my thoughts on this arm, this body 
which is already mine. . . . I’ll let them get rid of Leognan . . . 
we’ll have a tiny home of our own in Bordeaux. . . . But even so 
I shall have to fork out so’s her family can live somewhere. . . . 
Perhaps it’ll mean no more than making a ‘contribution’. . . . 
After all they’re not absolutely on their beam-ends.’ 
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Rose began to hurry. She was eager to reach the bench in the 
lime-grove which she had fixed on in her mind as the place that 
was to be the scene of their happiness. She felt as though she were 
lifted high above the earth, as though she were being carried for- 
ward, drawn on, by some power she could not name. It seemed 
to sweep across the plain with a noise that almost deafened her. 
Two hedgehogs moved across the path. 

“Here we are,” she said: “follow me.” 

Feeling him physically there beside her m the deeper darkness 
made by the lime-grove at the heart of the dark night, she 
grieved to think that her happiness was slipping, second by 
second, through her fingers and could not be halted. But there 
was comfort in the knowledge that the current was as yet but in 
its upper waters. So far she had but dipped a cup in the magic 
liquid and raised it to her lips. She could spend all the rest of her 
life bathing in it. Why worry? These moments were less precious 
than she had supposed them to be. She heard him breathing at 
her side, and it seemed as though she were afloat upon the rhyth- 
mically moving waves of the sea. To them she could trust her- 
self, on them embark with no thought of turning back. Month by 
month and year by year she would be carried on into eternity by 
the flesh, the blood, the heart of this man who was her man, her’s 
among the host of his fellows. She could feel his agitation. There 
was nothing to warn her tliat the being at her side was full of 
base and troubled thoughts, that his mind was muddied with 
suspicions and at grip with figures. His great body was all that, 
just then, responded to the young girl. He had loosed it from 
constraint and now it followed at a little distance like a hunter 
who, with mind elsewhere, traces, though without consciously 
seeing, the movements of his dog as it sniffs at the leaves and 
scratches at the damp earth. 

In tlie billiard-room, widi its window wide open to the terrace, 
Madame Revolou was saying to Julien: 

“They won’t be back yet awhile. You mustn’t wait for them. 
You’ve been up long enough for the first time. When two young 
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people arc engaged, one must forgive them a lot, but I can’t help 
feeling that they arc offering a poor return for the effort you have 
made . . . slipping off like that without so much as a word of 
apology!” 

“There is no reason for them to show gratitude. It was my 
duty to be here tonight. I was determined even if it killed me, to 
do the honours of the house to my sister’s future husband. There 
are times when a man should forget his poor broken-down body. 
The price I shall have to pay will be a heavy one I know per- 

fectly well that I shan’t get a wink of sleep tonight.” 

“Won’t you take some allonal?” 

“What an extraordinary person you are! Don’t you realize 
even yet that my liver can’t stand it? . . . It’s the same with any 
kind of narcotic. . . . Oh, Denis! if you must smoke do for good- 
ness sake go outside!” 

Denis got up, strolled for a while on the terrace, and then sank 
into a wicker chair. At regular intervals, from close at hand, a 
toad gave forth a note purer than that of any nightingale. Bats 
lumbered into sudden view and vanished. Toads, bats, nightin- 
gales, the star-pocked night, die limes, the misery at his heart, 
were not of this world. Nothing in it could slake his spirits’ thirst. 
He sat there, a dry and bitter youdi, listening with all his ears. 
The plain was alive with sounds, but no human footfall came to 
break them. . . . Why was he afraid of death? He imagined him- 
self, as he so often did, lying on his bed, opening a tube of 
sleeping tablets, and heard within himself of the familiar cry 
of terror. . . . No! he was alive, he was seventeen! Leaning 
down, he touched the warm flagstones. His mother raised her 
voice. 

“All the same, I can’t help being a litde bit anxious. He might 
have said something reassuring. It was so obvious that he meant us 
to realize that he had nothing whatever to do with Leognan. . . . 
It’s possible, of course, that he is just being merely tactful ... or 
wholly indifferent.” 

“We’ve got to face the problem,” said Julien. “The ceiling in 
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my room is in a perfectly appalling condition. One of these fine 
days it will come crashing down on my head.” 

“I think my original plan offers the best chance. . . .” 

Julien yawned. 

“Which plan do you mean?” 

“That I should make Leognan over to Rose when she marries, 
on condition that we are allowed to stay here as long as we live, he 
to be responsible for the upkeep of the place, and we paying an 
atmual rent. He’ll have to promise, of course, not to sell it. If he 
does, this arrangement must be considered null and void. . . .” 
She paused and then continued: “That would be far the best 
thing, but Leonie would never agree to his accepting such 
terms. . . .” 

Denis called from the terrace: 

“He’s not so weak as you think. He did at least have the 
courage to stick to his intention of marrying her.” 

“Put out your cigarette and come in here.” He did as he was 
told and took a seat beside his mother. He heard Julien slap him- 
self and grumble something about mosquitoes. 

“What do you think we ought to do, Denis?” she asked. 

“I think we’d better get Rose to find out how die land lies.” 

“She’d never agree . . . besides, mightn’t it be a bit dangerous?” 

“Oh, he’s pretty well hooked. . . . There arc ways of doing 
these things, you know.” 

“There’s no reason why she shouldn’t say ‘My mother wants 
to sell Leognan. But that would break my heart. I’d always 
dreamed of living here with you.’ . . .” 

“He ought to be made to see,” said Julien, “that money spent 
on the place would be a good investment. He might take up 
cattle-farming, for instance.” 

“No harm in making the suggestion. We could always dis- 
suade him later, after they are married. If he really went in for 
that sort of thing, he might easily lose every penny he’s got. . . . 
So long as that’s understood, I don’t think it’s at all a bad idea to 
put things in that light. It might get round Leonie’s objections.” 
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“Then you agree that I should mention the matter to Rose?” 
asked Denis. 

At that very moment, in the lime-grove, the yoxmg girl was 
saying in a low voice: 

“Take your hand away — please, and sit further oflf.” 

She pulled her skirt down over her knees, and proceeded to 
tidy her hair. Was he angry, she asked? “Of course not,” he 
replied, and took out his cigarette-case. A slight breach had 
appeared in the walls of her dream-world. She tried to read the 
expression on his face as it sprang suddenly into view when he 
cupped the flame of the match with his two hands. He had done 
nothing, tried to do nothing, that any engaged young man of his 
age would not have thought perfectly natural. But she felt sad. 
He had startled her into wakefulness, had forced her to listen to 
tones in his voice which she had never heard before, to take 
notice of actions that were strange to her, to find a new meaning 
even in his silence. ... It was as though she were there with 
someone who bore no resemblance to the man who never left 
her heart. She wanted to find that man again. 

He half turned from her. 

“You are angry?” 

“Of course Tm not. . . . It’s only that you . . . that you don’t 
understand, that you’re so terribly innocent. ... It seems to you 
quite natural to snuggle up to me, and then to start away. . . .” 

He sounded sullen. There was a hint of vulgarity in his voice. 
She felt lonelier than if he had not been there at all. 

He mustn’t see that she was crying. She dared not move for 
fear of betraying herself. Her tears turned cold upon her cheeks. 
She felt her unhappiness as an offence against him. He threw 
away his cigarette. She took his hand and raised it humbly to her 
lips. He did not withdraw it, and pretended not to have noticed 
that her cheeks were wet. He thought vaguely of those other 
women he had left, who had not died as a result. . . . But she , . . 
he might just as well take her thin little bird’s neck in his two 
hands and strangle her on the spot. He drew her to him again in a 
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mingled access of pity, shame and desire. She lay in his arms 
motionless and trembling. She did not know what he wanted. 
He was breathing quickly. She said: 

“There’s someone on the path!” 

She recognized Denis’s footstep, and called out: 

“We’re here — in the lime-grove!” 

Her brother took a few steps towards them. 

“You’d better come in,” he said. “Julien’s told them to shut tlie 
windows and lock the front door.” 

' He looked at the two indistinct figures that were just discern- 
ible in the dark shadows of the grove. The path, by comparison, 
seemed light when they emerged upon it. 

They walked, all three, in silence, and entered by the billiard- 
room, blinking their eyes. Denis gave them both a hasty glance 
that took in her dishevelled dress, her tear-stained face, and 
Robert’s expression of bewilderment. 

He said: 

“The candlesticks are over there. You, as guest, have the right 
to a lamp.” 

As soon as she was in her room. Rose went over to* tlie window 
and leaned out. 

‘We didn’t do anything wrong,’ she thought: ‘It’s only 
because he loves me. . . .’ But tlie word had lost its power to 
intoxicate. The sound in her ears was not the pulsing of her blood, 
but came from somewhere deeper. Was it a voice? What was it? 
Later she was to wonder whether she had not had a presentiment 
that evening. Something had happened inside her, something 
that was like a touch, so hght as to be barely noticeable. 

‘Tomorrow morning I shall be happy again. I don’t know 
what has happened to me tonight — .’ She was impatient to see 
Robert’s face by daylight. With the sun on it, she would look at 
it with different eyes, and be comforted. 

Robert forgot to shut his window. A mosquito, two mos- 
quitoes, sounded a warning, but too late. Hurriedly he extin- 
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guishcd the lamp, but was tormented all night long. The window 
from which the rail was missing framed a square of sky cut in a 
thin black tracery of leaves. The yawning hole made him feel 
as though he were sleeping in a house that was already half in 
ruins. Perhaps they had put him in that room deliberately, in 
order that he should see how necessary it was to have the place 
patched up? He refused to let his mind dwell on so absurd a 
thought, and concentrated it upon the memory of Rose. Surely, 
tonight, he had loved and wanted her? Nothing else mattered. 
He would go off with her and not bother his head about the 
Revolou family. But it was essential to get things straightened 
out before the marriage actually took place. . . . When the 
mosquitoes, gorged with his blood, or paralysed, perhaps, by the 
chill of dawn, left him a Httle peace, he fell asleep. 

When, next morning, he saw Rose again in the dining-room, 
he thought that he had overcome his more dishonourable 
thoughts. She was dressed for church. Her muslin frock had been 
bought in the time when she and her mother had always got their 
clotlies from Habrias. In the estate ’bus, drawn by a cart-horse 
and driven by Cavailhes, he felt himself one of the family. He 
joined with Rose and Denis in laughing at die bailiff who, 
though he had condescended to perform the functions of a 
coachman, made a point of not wearing any livery, but sported, 
instead, an old greenish bowler hat which he wore cocked at an 
angle over one eye. But when they had taken their places in the 
pew, the intense stares and whisperings of the congregation, and 
the proud, excited look on Rose’s face, revived his sense of 
irritation. Anything diat marked him out publicly as an affianced 
lover, he found intolerable. But was not the die cast? Could it be 
that he was still conscious of a mental reservation? He hated to 
feel that the door was locked and bolted behind him, though he 
fully realized that there was not the remotest hope of escape. 

When the time for the sermon came, the faithful took advant- 
age of the scraping of chairs as they resiuned their scats to turn 
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their heads and devour him with their eyes. He felt ashamed, and 
longed to comfort Rose with some such words as “What Tm 
feeling at this moment proves nothing/’ Yet, at the same time, 
her presence there caused him acute irritation. He charged her 
silently with harbouring a sense of triumph. TVe managed to 
grab a husband even though we are ruined’ — ^he imagined her 
thinking. He was just a poor fool who had been caught in a snare, 
lured into a trap, he, who might have married anybody. All 
these people must be thinking: ‘It isn’t as though there weren’t 
heaps of pretty girls and with money, too.’ 

The Square was burned up with sunlight. Several old folk ap- 
proached Robert and peered at him. He took refuge in the ’bus, 
where he sat waiting until Madame Revolou and Rose should 
have finished their shopping. He began to grumble: 

“Why must all those fools keep looking at me like that?” 

“They’re revelling in their first sight of Miss Rose’s intended,” 
said Denis, with a malicious smirk. 

“I thought die engagement was to be kept secret.” 

“Such a thing’s impossible. You don’t imagine that the 
Cavailhes are going to remain mum, do you?” 

“If it was so impossible, why that solemn undertaking that no 
announcement should be made for a year?” 

“Are you really and truly annoyed?” Denis asked the question 
with an air of innocence. 

“Nothing irritates me more, I must confess, than diis mania 
people have for making promises which they know perfectly 
well they can’t keep. ... It would have been far better, as soon 
as we realized that we shouldn’t be able to get married for some 
time. . . .” 

“I don’t mind betting you won’t wait until you’ve finished 
your time at the hospital. . . . We all feel sure of that.” 

Robert flushed with anger. 

“Do you, really? Well, we’ll see about that. I haven’t started 
at the hospital yet.” 
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Denis winked, protesting with a knowing leer that everyone 
knew what lovers were like. . . . The arrival of Rose and her 
mother kept Robert from making any answer. 

“Mind the fruit tart,’’ said Madame Revolou, “and those 
cream buns for Julien.” 

The ’bus ambled along through the fierce heat. Robert, 
scarlet in the face, looked through the window, and pretended 
not to notice that Rose was trying to catch his eye. 

He left, as arranged, about five o’clock so as not to be late for 
his class that evening. The heat had been sufficient excuse for not 
going a walk with Rose. They had spent the afternoon in the 
billiard-room looking at old bound volumes of Le Monde Illustri. 
Rose went with him as far as the tram-stop, and arranged to 
meet him next day in the public gardens. She felt some surprise 
at his attitude, though she interpreted it not as coldness but as 
evidence tliat he was feeling awkward after what had happened, 
last evening, in the lime-grove. There was no pain in her heart as 
she watched him climb into the car. Groups of cycHsts passed 
them: motor-cars hurried by, raising clouds of dust and hooting. 
She felt almost glad to be alone again. 

In order to avoid having to go back to the house, she turned 
oflf under the trees. It was still very hot. They had found it 
impossible to get anybody to help with the hay harvest, and the 
high grass had encroached upon the path. Suddenly she saw Denis 
emerge from the green tangle. She would have much preferred 
to be alone, but he came towards her and started walking at her 
side, saying nothing. There were grass stains on his linen coat 
and rope-soled sandals. 

At last he burst out with: 

“You’re sorry it’s me! You wish it was somebody else!” 

She put her arm round his shoulders. 

“What a silly you are!’’ she said, “no one will ever take my 
little brother’s place with me.” 

He was walking with hanging head, breaking off stalks of 
grass and chewing them. She said: 
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“There are things private to our two selves which no one else 
will ever share.” 

He looked up. 

“Honest, Rose? You’re not pulling my leg? You do really 
believe that?” 

“I do. No matter how fond a woman may be of the man she’s 
going to marry, and God knows . . (instinctively she left the 
sentence unfinished) . . . “there are whole tracts of herself,” she 
went on after the short silence, “into which, however great and 
lasting their love may be, he will succeed in penetrating only after 
many years, and perhaps never. . . 

“While with me? . . 

“We don’t need words, you and 1. There are certain things 
that we both feel at precisely the same moment.” 

“Our life here, you mean, our childhood. . . . When I think 
that for Robert Leognan is just a house he wants to be quit of. . . 

He stopped, waiting for her to say something. But already she 
was conscious of feeling irritated. 

“Oh, for Heaven’s sake don’t go plaguing him about 
Leognan!” 

“It’s important — for all of us. Rose, but specially for you. You 
don’t realize. I know Robert musm’t be plagued, as you put it, 
but I’ve had a brain-wave. Mother’s all for it, but I want to know 
what you think.” 

He listened to himself speaking as he embarked on the explana- 
tion which he had so carefully prepared. It must never be said 
that a daughter of the Revolous had gone to her husband empty- 
handed. Leognan would be her dowry. Standing, as it did, just 
outside the city bounds and at a point where four main roads 
met, it must be worth, at the very least, a million. Almost 
certainly, Robert would undertake not to sell, and could be per- 
suaded to make himself responsible for keeping it up. That, of 
course, would be a liability. On the other hand, it would provide 
them with everything they needed. Once let them get rid of the 
Cavailhes, and they would be assured not only of a roof over 
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their heads, but of food and fuel as well. She, Rose, would be in 
charge of the poultry, the rabbits, the kitchen-garden and the 
livestock. With Bordeaux so near, they would have a guaranteed 
market for milk, eggs, vegetables and fruit. 

He spoke with all the more assurance because the subject was 
one that had been familiar to him as well as to his sister ever since 
their childhood. Not the least of their pleasures had been to look 
forward to the time when they would live on the estate playing 
at farmer and farmer’s wife. 

“It would be ever so much nicer for you than having to spend 
all your time in Chardon’s shop. . . 

“And we could all be together: nothing need be changed.” 

He could not hold back the words that rose to his lips: 

“Needn’t it? . . . He*ll be here. . . .” 

“You don’t know him.” 

“Oh, yes, I do. I know why you like him much better than 
you do yourself” He spoke with a little burst of ill-temper. 
“Just you wait and see how much of him you’re left with 
after. . . 

She put her hand on his mouth, but he twisted free. 

“You know as well as I do that all the intelligence available to 
the Costadot family has gone into Pierrot. There’s nothing left 
over for the others. Now he is worthy of you. . . .” 

Rose pressed her brother’s arm. 

“If Pierrot were not a child, if it had been Pierrot I was in love 
with, you’d have felt just as resentful about him — be honest, 
Denis.” 

“Of course I should,” he replied in a low voice,“I do anyhow.” 

“What has the poor boy done to you?” Denis drew a deep 
breath and passed the back of his hand over his moist forehead. 

“I’m talking nonsense — forgive me . . . I’m very fond of 
Pierrot, and I’d be very fond of Robert, too, of the whole lot, if 
only you and I could stay as we are. We must keep Lcognan, 
darling. If Robert accepts my plan, well and good . . . but will it 
be asking too much of him to take such a gift?” 
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Rose promised to mention the subject, provided they let her 
choose her own time. 

“This is where you were yesterday evening,” Denis said 
suddenly. 

He had come to a halt just where a narrow path led oflfinto the 
lime-grove, and was staring at the empty bench. 

“The night wasn’t dark enough for you!” he said with bitter- 
ness, “you had to hide as well.” 

Rose flared up. Why didn’t he mind his own business? She 
spoke in the voice she had always used in their childish quarrels. 
He replied tliat, since their father was dead, and Julien useless, 
it was his business to keep an eye on her. She shrugged her 
shoulders, turned off the path, and took a short cut across the 
paddock. 

“You’ve said quite enough . . . I’m not going to have you fol- 
lowing me round!” 

But he ran after her. Blue butterflies fluttered up about their 
feet. The crickets were silent. 

“I suppose you think you’re different!” he shouted, all out of 
breath. “But girls are all the same. They can only resist the boys 
they don’t care for, and even then . . 

“Where have you read all these great thoughts, you Httle 
idiot?” 

“I haven’t read them anywhere. I know a good deal more 
about life than you think . . , perhaps my biowledge isn’t quite so 
first-hand as yours — since last night, that’s to say. , . •” 

She was walking quickly, with him hard on her heels. She 
swung round, and asked what precisely he meant by that. He 
could see that she was white with anger. 

“I mean that since last night certain things must seem rather 
less mysterious than they did.” 

A couple of slaps set his checks tingling. “That’s going a bit 
too far!” 

She ran off towards the house. He stayed where he was, his 
arms dangling, his face on fire. 
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Their presence in the paddock had interrupted the sounds 
of hidden life, but now these began again — sounds of summer 
evenings that rise in us from the depths of our unhappy child- 
hood. He seemed in his misery to have taken root. For the insects 
he might have been a tree. A butterfly, of the kind known as 
“aiguillons” perched on his shoulder, opening and shutting its 
wings. Ants clung to this strange trunk of woven stuff. Beetles 
and cockchafers boomed in the lower leaves of the oaks which 
the sun had turned to flame. He stood quite still, hoping thus to 
blunt the edge of his unhappiness. This was how one ought to 
die — growing into death by sheer virtue of immobility, feeling 
the blood turn to sap, slipping without effort into the vegetable 
world, passing from one plane to another, from love and wretch- 
edness to sleep, w^hich is but another form of life. 

The gong sounded for dinner. Rose appeared once more at the 
far end of the paddock, and came towards him. When she was 
quite close she put her arm round his neck and kissed his burning 
cheeks. 

“I oughm’t to have done that, but you made me so 
angry.” 

He let her kiss him but did not kiss her back. He remained 
entirely passive. Rose laughed. 

“Don’t stai-e at me like that, you old owl!” 

But he, partly in fun, partly to give her a fright, remained 
even more motionless than before, and gazed at her without 
blinking. Rose picked a piece of grass and began tp tickle his nose 
and the comers of his mouth until he burst out laughing with all 
the fresh gaiety of childhood. 

That same evening, as soon as dinner at the Costadots was 
ended, Pierre, as was his habit, went to his room. But Robert 
stayed on for a few moments in the small drawing-room before 
starting to work. His motlicr never asked him direa questions, 
though quite often, by means ot an interjection or a glance, she 
would help him out with something he had to say. On this 
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occasion Robert made it clear that, even against her better judg^ 
ment, Rose would serve the interests of her family in the matter 
of Leognan. 

“I’m sure you’re wrong, my dear boy,” his mother protested. 
“I can’t believe tliat, knowing her as I do. Naturally, I don’t 
share your illusions about her — ^you could hardly expect me to. 

I have never believed her to be resourceful, though I may be 
wrong. Courageous she most certainly is, but good tendencies 
don’t make up for qualities that are absent. The poor child — and 
this is really serious — has no powers of resistance. When you 
brought her to see me the other day it was the first time I had set 
eyes on her since tlie tragedy, and really, I should hardly have 
recognized her. . . . She must give up working, I don’t mean 
before your marriage, because you haven’t any right, no matter 
what the excuse, to deprive her of her means of hvelihood, but 
certainly afterwards. ... I only hope she won’t start having 
children too soon. . . . Men really are the oddest creatures. How 
you can possibly take pleasure in so lethargic a person is more 
than I shall ever be able to understand. But as to believing her 
capable of scheming, of trying to influence your actions. ...” 

Robert protested that he had never so much as suspected any 
such thing. All he had meant was that she might allow others to 
work on her. 

“In that event, my dear, you have merely got to bring her up 
short the moment she embarks on the subject. There are two 
sorts of young girls: those who leave home without a backward 
glance and make their husbands* interests their own as soon as 
they get married, and those who remain at bottom their parents’ 
children, and, in so doing, show tliemselves false to their new 
obligations. Were Rose to belong to the second category, 1 
should pity you, and J should pity us. Your—our — future is quite 
black enough as it is. This marriage, coming at the very begin- 
ning of your career, is, anyhow, little short of a disaster. . . 

He got up. 

*Whv must you try to work me up into a sute?” he asked 
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qucnilously. **It is almost as though you found a kind of pleasure 
in irritating me/* 

She protested. 

“I? — trying to work you into a state?*’ 

He took a step in her direction. 

“What’s at the back of your mind? This marriage of mine is no 
longer in question. It’s as good as completed. For Heaven’s sake, 
do let us try to look on the bright side!” 

She brushed his remark aside. 

“There is no bright side.” 

“Be that as it may. 1 have given my word.” 

“You will give your word, when the time comes, before the 
Mayor and before the priest. At the moment, you have done no 
more than promise. . . . You’ll hate me for what I’m going to 
say now, but that can’t be helped. . . . Until the very last moment 
I shall continue to hope that something may happen to stop it — 
an illness, an earthquake, just as I should were my son lying under 
sentence of death. . . .” 

She expected some sort of angry outburst, but for a few seconds 
he said nothing. At last, in a low voice: 

“It would kill her,” he muttered. 

Leonie Costadot swallowed as though her mouth were full of 
sahva, struggled heavily up from her chair, put her two hands on 
his shoulders, and tried to make him look at her. 

“My dear boy, you have no illusions about this marriage. You 
are putting your neck into a halter with your eyes wide open.” 

He assured her, but without much conviction, that he loved 
Rose, and that, in any case, it was too late now. He repeated that 
any turning back on his part would kill her. • 

“She would suffer — 1 don’t deny that for a moment: but she 
would suffer a great deal more if she found herself tied to a man 
who could never forgive her for having ruined his life.” 

She felt that she ought to leave well alone, and not press her 
advantage. But she could not resist the temptation to take from 
her desk the file which contamed tlie details of her sons’ in- 
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heritance. To Robert this yellow folder was now a familiar 
object. 

‘1 got an approximate estimate yesterday of what you will have 
after all legal and other charges have been paid. The most you can 
hope for in the way of income is ten thousand francs. . . 

“What about all the house property?” 

“The rents go almost entirely in maintenance costs.” 

There was a different note in his voice as he said: 

“You’re hypnotized by this problem of money. You can’t see 
beyond it. Don’t you realize that another human being is 
involved, that the life and happiness of a young girl hopelessly 
exposed to the harshness of the world, is at stake?” 

She drew him to her: 

“It’s you I’m thinking of, darling. You mustn’t be angry. 
After all, it is natural tliat my son should take first place in my 
thoughts. I don’t want you to be unhappy.” 

“I shall be happy if she is happy,” he said fervently. “If I 
thought that I had been instrumental in causing her pain, I 
couldn’t bear it.” 

“I understand exactly how you feel,” she answered. “You must 
do nothing which might make you feel ashamed later on.” 

“Well, then? If you can say that, it shows you can see as clearly 
as I do that there is no way out.” 

She detected a note of disappointment in his voice, and very 
cautiously ventured a step further: 

“There is always a way out though sometimes one doesn’t sec 
at once what it is. . . .” 

As he was leaving the room, he turned and said: 

“I don’t want you to think that I am weakening. . . 

“I don’t think anything of tlir sort. Try to get some sleep, and 
don’t work too late.” 



XII 

F or the last two days the threat of a storm had been hanging 
over Bordeaux. 

“If it rains,*’ she had said to him, “wait for me at the con- 
fectioner’s opposite the park; Jaeger’s, it’s called. There’s never 
anybody there at six.” 

A quarter to six had struck. Robert had already eaten three 
c^es, and was now feeling sick. The rain was beating against the 
shop window, ‘If she’s not here in five minutes, I shall go,’ he 
told himself. . . . Storms always affected his nerves, and he knew 
it. He recognized only too well, and dreaded, the well-nigh un- 
controllable state of irritability which thunder produced in him. 
He pressed his nose to the glass — as he used to do as a small boy — 
and watched the tiny jets of water which the drops made upon 
the pavement. 

He told himself that Rose must have been delayed by the rain. 
She was so forgetful that she would almost certainly have left her 
umbrella at home, and would arrive soaked to the skin. ... He 
glanced towards the two young women who had brought his 
tea and were now chattering in whispers behind the counter. He 
tried to imagine the effect that Rose would produce on them, and 
felt ashamed of feeling ashamed. Just as he had got up, leaving a 
coin on the table, he saw her. She had stopped in the doorway 
and was with difficulty crying to shut a ridiculous man’s umbrella 
which Chardon must have lent her. The wind was blowing her 
damp skirt against her legs. She entered the shop looking round 
for somewhere to put her dripping umbrella. One of the young 
women cut short her hesitation by taking the object from her. 
She sat down at Robert’s side. 

“I ran,” she said. 

He gave her an almost furtive glance. 

‘*You’re in a frightful state! You’ll catch your death of cold!” 

Ill 
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“rtrt stronger than you think. My skirt is sodden and my feet 
are sopping. It’ll be two hours before I can change . . . but what 
does that matter? ... we are together.” 

“You don’t take enough care of yourself. Rose, you’re too 
casual . .” 

She broke in on him, thinking that he spoke in praise: 

“No, no, you mustn’t say tliat . . . I’m no braver than anyone 
else. . . . There is nothing meritorious in my self-neglect. . . . It’s 
just that nothing matters except us. . . .” she answered in a low 
voice. 

A glass of Malaga had been put before her. She raised it to her 
lips. 

“But you ought to think about me too,” he said, “and about 
the little Rose whom I loved in the old days.” 

She stared at him in amazement. He went on: 

**She never had a soaking skirt, or drenched shoes, or rats’-tails 
sticking out under an old hat. . . . I’m not blaming you,” he 
added hurriedly, “but if sometimes I have to make an eflfort, you 
must forgive me. . , .” 

Her eyes had never left his face. He began to feel uncomfort- 
able. 

“I can’t help wishing that you’d be a little more considerate to 
yourselj ... that you’d pay rather more attention, I mean, to 
your face, your hands, your general appearance. . . .” 

Quickly she hid her hands under the table. The colour had 
drained from her cheeks. 

“Don’t you like my looks any more?” 

“That’s not the question, Rose ... I want you to show some 
consideration for yourself. You arc the only woman I know who 
never looks at herself in a mirror. The merest glance would show 
you what 1 mean.” 

The heavy curtain of the rain and the thick foliage of the elms 
in the CoursdeGourgucs, made it dark in the shop. Her head was 
drooping above die baba on her plate. He realized that she was 
crying, but the knowledge did nothing to soften his mood. The 
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irritation, the nervous tension, to which he was a prey, found 
expression in a few barely audible words: 

*‘Oh, Lord, now we*re going to have tears!” Still keeping her 
eyes lowered, she said: 

“I deserve everything you say about me, darling — know I do, 
but let me explain. I was brought up from childhood expecting 
to have things done for me. My bath was got ready, my dressing*^ 
gown was warmed, a maid gave me massage and did my hair. 
Do you realize that until quite recently I had never even buttoned 
my boots for myself? But now I get home late and rise at dawn, 
wuth the result that I reduce my dressing to its simplest elements. 

I know I don’t do all I should. ... It never occurred to me that all 
those little things could matter to ms. ... I thought that our 
love. . . 

She could not go on. Her voice was broken by a sob. He did 
not help her by so much as a word, but waited, feeling vaguely 
that their feet were set on a road which might lead further than 
he had ever dared to hope. 

Suddenly she seized his hand. He saw her damp, yellowish 
little face close to his own. He could smell her sour breath. 

‘'All the same, last Saturday in the lime-grove, you found me 
attractive?” 

In a voice of patient boredom he said: “Who ever said I 
didn’t?” 

She called him “Robert.” She felt that he was withdrawn, that 
” he was so far away that her voice could not reach him. But how 
could that be true? She saw him sitting there opposite: only a 
table stood between them. He was engaged to her. In October 
slie would be his wife. The fact of her misery was bom in on him 
at the same moment. He fought down a desire to strike at her. 

“You’ll catch cold,” he said, “You’d better come home with 
me, and I’ll light a fire.” 

She thanked him humbly. Together they plunged into the rain, 
and until they reached the house Costadot spoke not a word. He 
knew that this was the evening his mother gave to her Charity 
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Fund meeting, and that she would not be back until late. He took 
Rose, not into his own room, but into the small drawing-room. 
He had some vine-twigs brought from the kitchen. He told her 
to take off her shoes. She blushed. 

“I’m afraid Tve got a hole in my stocking. Tm sorry. . . 

He turned away his head. A cloud of steam rose from her 
clothes. Suddenly in the mirror above the mantelpiece, she 
caught a glimpse of herself as he must be seeing her. She took off 
her hat and tried to tidy her bedraggled hair. He had removed 
her shoes, felt the soles with his hand, and put them by the fire. 
She was standing, he sitting a short distance off. She leaned over 
him and took his head in both her hands, trying to make him 
look at her. 

“What a good man you are!” she said in a sudden access of 
affection. 

He protested violently: 

“No, Rose, you’re wrong, I’m not good, at all.” 

On the spur of the moment words that he had not intended to 
utter, a sentence which had taken form without his conscious 
intention, slipped from him like a jet of saliva, of sap or of blood: 

“Forgive me. Rose; I’m not in love with you any more.” 

She uttered no cry. She gave no sign either of pain or astonish- 
ment. She thought: ‘So that’s that: he’s said it: it’s all over.’ 
And simultaneously another idea came to her: ‘He’s still there: 
nothing is lost.’ 

She could have touched his hair again, his cheeks, the lovely 
mouth which looked so much like that of a sulky child. If only he 
didn’t go she could still fight, still resist, still win him back. In a 
lucid flash she saw all her past foolishness. Suddenly she heard 
herself saying in the silent depths of her heart what all women say 
when they have learned the ways of the world: “With men one 
has got to. . . . The best way of holding a man. . . .” He was a 
man, a poor creature of flesh and blood. There was still time to 
pursue him in his flight, still time to catch up with him in that 
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melancholy world of tricks and endearments where women play 
out their age-long game. Her anxiety grew less. In a moment or 
two she would be comforted. She heard herself speaking in a 
voice that was almost gay: 

“You only think that, darling. It won’t last. I knew you didn’t 
care for me this evening, and it’s all my fault. I’m looking ter- 
rible! No wonder you’re scared. But just wait until to- 
morrow. . . .” 

There was a pitiable note of cajolery in her voice, “You didn’t 
feel like that the other evening, did you?” Once more she took 
his head between her hands and strove to catch and hold his shift- 
ing glance. ‘She’ll get me again,’ he thought, ‘I musm’t let her 
do that.’ He was trembling like a shipwrecked sailor who, when 
he sees above the waves two small and desperate hands clutching 
at the boat, hesitates to force them loose. 

She kept on, hammering away at the same point: 

“Remember Saturday night in tlie lime-grove. ... I wasn’t 
cold and dirty then as I am now, but your own little girl. I was 
wearing my Habrias dress. You behaved like a madman — re- 
member? — all worked up and feverish. ... It wasn’t my imagii> 
ation, it was real. . . . Say what you want to say, anything, every- 
thing.” 

He was frightened. She must be made to loosen her grip. He 
said; 

“That proves nothing, you don’t know what you’re talking 
about. Any young man with a young girl beside him in the 
darkness. ... It doesn’t mean a thing. . . . Any woman would 
have had the same effect on me.” 

“But it wasn’t just any woman: it was me. Rose, me, me!” 

She should h^ve stopped her ears so as not to catch the sense of 
the answer he had the effrontery to make, that it had been dark 
under the limes, that he hadn’t been able to see her, that if he 
had. . . . 

“No!” she cried, “No! no!” 

Her hand was at her throat: she leaned towards the fire. He who 
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had spoken was the man who, when they were ruined, she had 
given up, but who had sought her again. She could not under- 
stand. She uttered no such words as Robert expected, words 
which should have expressed the outraged fury of a woman 
scorned. Had she done so he could have given blow for blow. 
The whole wretched affair would have worked itself out in a 
spate of embittered recrimination. He would not then have been 
forced into the position of a frightened murderer giving the coup 
de grace to a helpless child. But Rose could only suffer and love on. 
How strong she was, thus stripped and vulnerable! If he yielded 
now to his sense of pity, all would be lost, and he once more in 
the toils. He had struck his blow: the hardest part of the business 
was behind him. 

“You must think I’m behaving like a cad, but it’s you Tm 
thinking of. . . . Tm not certain any longer that I could make you 
happy. If I have changed it’s only because you have changed. It 
wouldn’t do any good your just wearing the clothes you used to 
wear. You’ll never again be the Rose I knew a year ago.” 

He argued, gave reasons for his decision. She began to hope 
again. 

“But nothing’s changed; I’m just as I always was. I’ll give up 
Chardon’s. From tomorrow on, you’ll see the Rose you used to 
see. I’ll stay at L^ognan. ... I can make more money by looking 
after the animals and the vegetables. You see . . .” she made the 
point on the spur of the moment, as though suddenly inspired . . . 
“I’m no portionless bride. . . . I’ve got a handsome dowry. 
Lcognan’s to be given to me — it’s all settled . . . Leognan: do you 
rcahze what that means? I know, of course, that it will involve 
you in expense, but at least we shall be Hving on our own land. 

Life there won’t cost us a penny We don’t, as it is, go to the 

butcher more than once a week. . . .” 

He let her run on. He could never have dared to hope that she 
would take this line. He felt anger surge within him. Now, at 
last, he would be able to give it rein. She thought that he was 
weakening, and drove ahead. 
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Tt*s impossible to say what an estate like liognan is worth . . . 
perhaps a million. . . 

He broke in on her. His voice was hard, incisive. 

‘*You really think so? In that case wouldn’t it be wiser to sell?” 

“Oh, but we shouldn’t have the right to sell. . . 

“But if the property is to be ours?” 

She replied with a sort of childlike innocence, as tliough it 
were all perfectly simple, that her family would give them 
L^ognan only because that would be the best way of keeping it. 
He got up; he spoke harshly: 

“Your family must think me a bigger fool than I am. What 
they’re giving me is an estate that will cost a fortune to keep up, 
with die additional obligation of supporting all its inhabitants — 
isn’t diat it?” 

Oh, Heavens! she had been on the wrong tack! 

“What inhabitants?” she stammered. 

“Your mother, Julien, Denis. ... I don’t suppose they’re 
proposing to clear out?” 

“But, Robert . . . it’s such a big house. There’s room in it for 
all of us. . . .” 

He forced a laugh: 

“For all of us! That’s precisely what I meant!” 

She realized then that he had found a pretext, that Iiis griev- 
ances had now got sohd foothold, that she was indeed lost. 

“I didn’t think of it like that, or, rather, I wouldn’t let myself. 
...” she admitted humbly. “I knew there might be difficulties, 
but I told myself that you would find a way out of them. I 
believed in you so utterly Uiat I put all the weight of the future on 
your shoulders. I thought you loved me,” she went on, speaking 
now through tears, “and I judged of love by my own feelings. 
Love, as I know it, never looks at tlie troubles that may lie ahead, 
never feels the burden of obUgations, or if it does, it accepts 
them in advance as something blest and beautiful. For your sake 
I would have accepted anythhig ... so, naturally, 1 thought ...” 

He had moved to the open window. She realized that he was 
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waiting for her to go. At that moment, for the first time, she 
knew — ^physically knew — that the end of her happiness had come, 

that never again Yet, he was still there in the room with her. 

She could have touched the curling hair at the back of his head. 
Already she was moving towards the door. Robert was thinking, 
‘In a moment now it’ll be all over.’ He was aware of a feeling of ‘ 
great lighmess in his chest. But she stopped, came back into the 
room, began to speak again. 

“Listen, Robert. I accept your decision. I will not be your wife. 
All I ask is that you do not abandon me utterly, that you keep a 
tiny place in your heart for me. . . . Perhaps you may be able to 
feel a little love for me when it is no longer a question of our 
getting married. . . . Let me see you sometimes. . . .” 

He kept his eyes averted. In a very low voice she added: 

“You can do what you like with me. . . .” 

He felt ashamed for her, and said: 

“Why must you degrade yourself by saying a thing like that? 
You would never forgive yourself when you came to your 
senses. ... You must believe that I’ve completely forgotten what 
you’ve just said, that I attach no importance to it whatever. . . .” 

In a voice broken with misery she uttered her protest: 

“But, Robert, I don’t feel it as a degradation. I belong to you. 
That is a fact, and it remains a fact whether you want it or no. 
Nothing in the world can stop me from being yours. You may 
reject me, but I am your property just the same.” 

He was conscious of that ignoble irritation which is felt by 
every man who knows himself to be in the grip of a despairing 
and tenacious woman. That masculine ferocity which is roused 
by the obstinate clinging of the unwanted female, came out in 
bitter words! 

“If you wanted to win me back, you could have hit on no 
worse way than to offer me your body. This really is the end. . . . 
You are befouling and trampling in the mud the memory of you 
that I might have treasured. . . .” 

He knew perfectly well how flat and foolish the trivial words 
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must sound. He knew that Rose was far above all baseness, but he 
knew also that the goal of freedom was almost within his reach. 
One more effort and the way would be clear before him, and 
then he would make a “snug little life” for himself. He scarcely 
heard her next words: 

“Befoul? . . . Trample in the mud?” 

She could not understand. She was a stranger to words which 
are used merely to gain advantage in an argument, which no 
longer express true feeling or living passion. Probably never in 
her Hfe had it occurred to her to make use of an expression that 
was not in the likeness of her heart. But she was keenly sensitive 
to any inconsistency of word or thought in others — save in the 
single case of Robert. He was to her an unknown quantity. The 
very fact of her love had come between them. They had been 
separated by the ocean of her love. But this evening, the hatred 
felt for her by the man she loved had quite destroyed the mirage 
of her feelings. The two coast-lines had joined across the inter- 
vening sea. Suddenly he was there confronting her, an enemy and 
at point-blank range. She could see, quite close, die look in his 
face, could feel in the air about her the movement of his cowardly 
and lying words. At last, stripped of all disguises, his soul was set 
before her eyes such as it really was, such as he had deliberately ig- 
nored, such as she had refused to see it, for she had been dominated 
by that deUberate blindness which is always the mark, in every 
traffic between individuals, of die one whose greatness of heart is 
at odds with the base and ugly. She knew now that she could 
expect, while still she remained in this room with him, no cry 
tom from true depths of feeling, but only feigned and dishonest 
words. She realized clearly that even before her feet had crossed 
the threshold or touched the topmost stair, the road on which 
they were set led to the waste places, and she was eager now to 
start upon that journey. But her eyes were blinded with tears. 
She groped unavailingly for the way out. Robert, his face glued 
to the window, made no attempt to help her. She turned a handle 
and opened a door, only to find herself not on the landing but in 
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the larger drawing-room adjoining. She half stumbled against a 
large, a motionless, body crowned by a hat on the summit of 
which quivered a bxmeh of black grapes. 

“iVe just come back from my Charity Committee,” L^onie 
Costadot hastened to explain, “and Tve only this moment been 
told tliat you were here. . . .” 

Rose, obedient to her early training, made the brief curtsey 
becoming to her age. Then, in a calm, clear voice, she said: 

“I am on my way out. I beg of you, Madame, not to disturb 
yourself. My tram will be leaving in a few minutes. Robert is in 
the small drawing-room.” 

“No doubt I shall be seeing you again soon. Rose. I trust that 
all at Leognan are well. Don’t forget to give my kindest regards 
to my old friend.” 

She followed the girl downstairs to the hall. She had a feeling 
that she ought to go with her to the tram, to follow her at a 
discreet distance. . . . She was still hesitating, not knowing what 
was the best course to pursue, when the slam of die front door 
reached her ears. She felt a sudden need for support, and leaned 
against the wall, not fully understanding the nature of her emo- 
tion. For the first time she had been brought face to face with the 
result of one of her own actions. Not always can we thus recog- 
nize the very features of our deeds. It is but rarely that our 
crimes are shown to us in the guise of a young creature mortally 
wounded. 

Standing there on die doorstep, she called up to Robert: 

“Quick, bring her back!” 

He shook his head, remarking that it was too late. 

“Not if you run . . .” 

He dared not look at her, but stood wiping his hands on 
his handkerchief. 

“You don’t really mean that, mamma, do you? It was perfeedy 
frightful while it lasted, but it’s all over now.” 

Leonie was amazed that he could be so calm. He couldn’t have 
seen the girl’s face, not possibly; couldn’t have looked at her. 
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Robert went close to his mother, 

don't understand you,” he said in a low voice, “aren't you 
pleased?” 

No, pleased she certainly was not. Naturally, she did not want 
this marriage, but neither did she want him to behave like a brute. 
The last thing she desired was to have to blush for her son. 

“Logic has never been your strong suit. It's you who got me 
into this state, and you can’t deny it. You’re always complaining 
that I've got no will of my own, and now that I’ve shown I 
have. . , 

She broke in on his words. Didn't he realize, she asked, that 
lack of self-control was in itself a manifestation of weakness? 
Only a thoroughly weak person would strike blindly at a poor 
defenceless child, when, witli a httle patience, he could so easily 
have detached her gradually. . . . She turned away her head. 

“Perhaps you are right,” he admitted, in a different tone. “I 
hit out at random because I wanted to get it all over quickly. 
Did you hear what I was saying to her?” 

“Only the last few words, but they were enough ... I saw 
her.” 

After a brief silence, she asked whether the girl was going back 
to Lcognan alone. Yes, he said, but that particular point had not 
occurred to him. 

“I am afraid we shall neither of us get much sleep tonight,” said 
L^onie Costadot in a very low voice. 

Robert told her that he had decided not to go to bed until late. 
She musm't ask what he was going to do. He was a free man now, 
and that was a lovely feeling, in spite of everything. Free . . . 

Humbled he might be, but he was sly, and knew that he had 
foimd the weak spot in his mother’s armour. He laughed. He had 
drunk nothing, but at times our actions can intoxicate. Suddenly 
a fixed look came into his eyes. He mentioned Pierrot’s name. 

“I didn't think of him: where is he?” 

“He is dining with friends. You know I have no authority 
over him now. He has even given up asking my permission. . . .” 
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Robert’s hangdog expression was getting on her nerves. He 
kept on saying: 

“What am I to tell him?” 

“Do remember, Robert, that you arc the elder, and that you 
are not accountable to him for your actions.** 

He shook his head. She did not know Pierrot: did not realize 
the lengths to which he might go. 

When he had left the room, Leonie quite forgot to take ofFhcr 
hat. The black grapes trembled above her head. The calculating 
machine which she carried within it had suddenly ceased to 
function. No longer was her mind a confused pattern of esti- 
mates; no longer did she see in imagination the oppressive vision 
of bricks and mortar crying aloud for repairs. For the time being 
she was not concerned with this or that insurance policy now 
overdue for renewal, nor with some mislaid account which she 
must at all costs find among her papers. This release from her 
customary obsession lasted only for a few moments. Already she 
was straining every nerve to fight down the emotional weakness 
to which she had yielded, to follow the natural instinct which 
prompted her to take up the reins with a firm hand. 

‘The sooner he gets married the better,* she thought. ‘One 
Gaston in the family is quite enough. There must be no more 
playing fast and loose. There arc as good fish in the sea as ever 
came out of it — better, in fact. I must see to it that next time he 
picks on somebody with money, and without a set of relations 
who might hang round his neck like a millstone. Eligible young 
women don’t grow on every tree. What he needs is someone 
who is solid rather than showy. Why not look about in the 
country? There might be somebody in the Landes. . . . That’s 
where the future lies. . . . Trees are going up in value. . . . Some 

good, sound match I’ve pulled the old suit to pieces. I’d better 

sit down now and get on with a bit of sewing at the new one.’ 



XIII 

P IERROT was not dining with friends that evening, as he 
had led his mother to suppose. He had no friend, except 
Denis Revolou, with whom he could have dined at a res- 
taurant. Seated alone at a table in a small pot-house near the 
docks, he was making a meal off mussels, eels, salad and some 
Roquefort cheese which he had crumbled and soaked with 
Armagnac. He was just about finishing “unaided'' a bottle of Clos 
Fourtet, and was already drunk, but only to that stage of the 
light head and the lucid brain which manifested itself in a private 
buzz of odds and ends of poetry. Ideas of a dazzling brilliance 
flashed across his mind like shooting stars. A thousand enchanting 
vistas opened to his inward eye. He saw objects in a strange juxta- 
position, and delivered himself of startling literary judgments. 
He jotted nodiing down for he felt too rich to see the necessity of 
picking up the diamonds that fell from his pockets. There were 
more dian enough of tliem, he decided, for his needs. 

The really difficult thing was to count out his money, to get up 
from his chair, to walk without staggering to where his coat was 
hanging, to reach the door without falhng down, and to recap- 
ture, in the open air, that sense of true solitude with which he 
spent his every day — tliat old companion of his who sat watching 
tliere behind the great glazed window. 

Lost in the stream of people pouring on to the Quays from the 
slum district of Saint-Michel, he moved forward, burdened by 
the weight of all that wealth which he could share with no one in 
this crowd. If only Denis had been with him: dear old Denis with 
his owl-like eyes, who took but could never give, . . . There was 
no one else he wanted . . . though of course there was always 
Rose, who was soon to become his sister — in other words, an 
inaccessible being. 

The swifts were crying in the tail-end of the storm which had 
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drawn a veil across the sky. The empty river was churning its 
muddy waters to the ocean. A few black lighters lay against the 
wharves. The young grass showed dark on the distant hill-sides. 
The world, he thought, was justified by her beauty. 

He walked up the Cours des Fosses. Humanity, this evening, 
was a confusion of men in shirt-sleeves and braces, lolling on 
chairs at their house-doors. But he did not notice them. His eyes 
were for the wider spaces above their heads. Like the dizzy 
criss-cross of swifts* wings, the verses which he had written down 
the night before and was now all eagerness to read on the margin 
of his natural history book, flickered about his mind. With many 
breaks and pauses he chanted to himself (heedless of the girl who 
had stopped in the middle of the pavement and was following his 
progress with a laughing eye) his Cybele*s sad plaint: 

My body feels the pull of many streams 
Where pebbles break the tiny tides that sway 
The tresses of white nymphs at drowned play 
^ Above the sleeping fishes* watery dreams. 

Sad comfort for the heart that thou hast slain, 

Cold lover with thy stained and muddied face! 

They weigh not in its scale with the light trace 
Of tears that seam thy cheeks* unheed^g grace. . . . 

The words swarmed like bees within his brain. Still moving to 
their music, he reached the Cathedral and the Square that lay 
close to his home. In the middle of it there stood a bronze statue 
erected to the memory of those who had been defeated in 1870. 
On a bench close to the tram terminus a woman was sitting. She 
looked like Rose. As he drew closer, he recognized her, or 
tliought he did, for he was still uncertain whether it were really 
she. He spoke her name and she gave a start. 

came over rather giddy,'* she said, “I expect it was the stor^L 

I must look a perfect fright I’ve come straight here from your 

house. I’m feeling better, but the last tram has gone . . . No, don’t 
disturb Robert. ... As a matter of faa, it wouldn’t be any use, 
because hc*s gone out to work with some of his friends, ... If you 
could find me a cab. . . 
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Pierrot remembered a livery-stable m the Rue des Trois- 
Conils. As soon as he had left her, she dipped her handkerchief in 
the Wallace fountain, dabbed at her eyes and cheeks, and 
washed her hands. 

An open carriage drew up and Pierrot got out. 

“P/* course Tm coming with you. You don’t think I’d let you go 
home alone at diis time of night, and in your present state? . . . 
Besides, I should enjoy a drive in the dark. . . .” 

She protested, but in vain, and did not feel up to arguing. He 
was already seated at her side, and the ancient Victoria was bump- 
ing over the cobbles. Rose prattled away to prevent him from 
noticing that anything was wrong. They wouldn’t, she said, be in 
the least worried about her at Leognan. She had missed the last 
tram before now. Pierrot started to sing “O Star of Eve” in a 
tuneless voice. 

“As a matter of fact. I’ve had rather a lot to drink . . . not too 
much,” he added hastily, “but, well, rather a lot. . . . Couldn’t 
have hoped for anything nicer than this, though . . . it’s lovely . . . 
and quite unexpected. . . . Country’ll be smelling delicious after 
the rain.” 

Ratlier shyly he felt for her hand where it lay beside her on the 
seat. Rose let him hold it. At first she had been terrified at having 
to endure his presence all the way to Leognan, but now she 
experienced a sense of comfort in his companionship, and in the 
grasp of his large, hot hand. It grew moist, but even so it never 
occurred to her to withdraw her own. This confiding gesture on 
her part did not surprise him. He sat there with his head thrown 
back, conscious that the sky was no longer hemmed in by build- 
ings, but already spanned a cool suburban landscape. The moon 
rose behind the Rabat property. He felt an access of his old ten- 
derness, but it brought peace to him now, and comfort. Sitting 
thus, with her tiny, trusting hand in his great paw, he was stealing 
nothing from his brother. 

“Rose,” he said suddenly, and as though he were thinking aloud, 
“do you believe that children can love — really love, I mean?” 

5 
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“I don’t know,” she replied, and compressed her lips. 

“You can t know how much I loved you . . . and always vrilL 
Don’t laugh at me,” there was a note of supplication in his voice. 
“Say anything you like, but don’t laugh. I know I’m eighteen. 
You mustn’t look at me, I want you to forget what my face is 
like. . . .” 

“There is no need for me to do any such thing,” she said, with- 
out turning towards him. “Your face is in my heart and always 
will be. In years to come when you are famous and the whole 
world knows your name, I shall see you just as you are now, this 
evening, sitting beside me. This evening in particular. ... I shall 
never forget this evening. . . .” 

She could not finish. A storm of misery shook her body. She 
could no more resist it than she could have resisted an epileptic 
fit. But they were passing over a stretch of cobbled road, and the 
jolting and the noise made it possible for her to control her 
feelings by degrees before Pierrot had a chance of noticing that 
anything was wrong. He was leaning back against the leather 
cushion. 

“D’you remember the beach at Pontaillac . . . two years ago . . . 
doesn’t seem that long? ... We were drying ourselves in the sun. 
... I’d given you a poem, and it had offended you. . . . What 
you hadn’t realized was that it wasn’t only you the poem was 
about. You were its starting-point, but by the time it was 
finished you had become for me a sort of mytliical being. . . . 
Even now it’s almost always you I take as a starting-point.” 

The wave of misery flooded back, swelling her breast to burst- 
ing. “If,” she thought, “he could recite that poem, it would give 
me time to calm down. ...” 

He laughed and said: 

“Funny, isn’t it, to drink I was inspired by your sunburn . . • 
remember? . . .” 

I followed on your body’s map strange ways. 

“That’s where the sun has burned my skin,” you said: 

And then again, “My upturned breast is spread 

A target for his arrows. Sec how he flays 
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My languid arms.” But on the bumed-up waste 
1 nothing saw but an entangled skein 
Of footmarks by some unknown hunter traced, 

Famiing from trodden camp-fiics on the plain. 

“And then,” he said, laughing, “came the lines which so much 
annoyed you. You thought they referred to you.*7 . 

“They wouldn’t annoy me this evening, Pierre.” (Tf only hcM 
go on: if only he wouldn’t stop!*) 

“And tlien? . . .” she said with the eager breathlessness of a 
child to whom a grown-up is telling a story. 

“And then? . . . Oh, I’ve forgotten. . . 

He paused, trying to remember. He thought he heard some- 
thing very much like a sniffle. He turned and looked at her, but 
because her head was thrown back could sec only die taut line of 
her throat and the angle of her chin. But she seemed quite calm, 

“I’m not asleep, if that’s what you’re thinking,” she said, “I’m 
listening.” 

There was a break in her voice which surprised him. Perhaps, 
he diought, this drive through the darkness of the rain-soaked 
countryside and the moonlight had worked her up emotionally, 
or the poetry he had been declaiming. It was she now who took 
his hand and pressed it. 

“Do go on,” she begged, “begin with the next bit you re- 
member.” 

He had scarcely embarked on: 

Happy the man who found the secret way 
To where my hunger is for ever unappeased! 

I feel within my body the mysterious play 
Of your young blood — a river never eased 
Of its strong urgency. Oh, might it pour into my heart, 

And you come forth thorough my gaping side. 

— ^when, and tliis time there could be no mistake, the hand he 
held in his trembled. The motion spread to her arm, to her whole 
body. At first he could not grasp her stammered words. 

“It’s ended, . . . It’s all over!” 
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He drew her closer, and asked: 

What’s all over?” 

He did not realize at once that it was of Robert she was speak- 
ing when she said: 

“He has left me; he doesn’t love me any more: it’s over.” 

His first reaction was to exclaim: 

“Over?— Just you wait! Tomorrow I’ll have him crawling 
back to you on his knees! D’you hear me? — on his knees!” 

She shook her head. She moaned rather than spoke her next 
words: 

“There’s nothing you can do — ^nothing anyone can do. Even 
he is powerless to alter the fact that he has stopped loving me. 
One can’t give life to a corpse. If you had seen his face — if you 
had heard his voice!” 

Seldom is it given to a man to realize the precise day and hour, 
the exact spot on his journey through life, when one whole part 
of his being falls away, and his face, till then marked by the soft 
indefiniteness of childhood, suddenly takes on the rigid structure 
which it will carry with it to the grave. For as long as he lived, 
and maybe in the hour of death, Pierre Costadot would always 
see m memory tlie hill sloping up to the lane which led off to the 
stables, where the horse fell automatically into a walk: the shadow 
cast by the Victoria and its driver on the grassy margin of tire 
road: would hear die murmur of the wet and stormy night, and 
Rose’s voice pleading for his brother, and condemning him the 
more surely with every phrase of attempted defence. 

Pierrot clenched his teeth. All his loathing and disgust fused 
into one solid block of contempt. Such was the strength of his 
feelings that for a brief space it was as though his heart had died. 
He felt no pity for the adored creature whose tears were wetting 
the fabric of his jacket. She belonged to the world which he had 
determined to vomit up. Impossible now to make distinction 
between the spider and Ae fly. He must tear the whole complex 
from his living flesh, victim and executioner together, must de- 
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stroy it utterly. But first he must fight his way out of the world in 
which they lived, that he might have no part in it. The same 
spiritual excitement that wine had brought him was once more 
active in his consciousness. The physical sense of her torment 
there beside him did not prevent him from seeing clearly — as 
clearly as he saw the road beneath the moon — the alternatives 
between which, from now on, he must for ever oscillate — either 
to change himself or to change the world. Which should it be? 
Should he slash a trail through his own living flesh to God, or, 
mistrustful of his power to reach perfection, give himself utterly, 
fatally, to the cause of destruction, batter down the old walls, 
declare war to the death against all the Costadots of the earth, 
and send the whole system sky-high? . . . 

‘T did wrong to mention those repairs to him,” said Rose in 
low, conversational tones, so as not to attract die driver’s atten- 
tion. “He got the idea that there was a plot against him. He may 
even have thought that I was trying to trick him. And then, you 
see, I wasn’t a credit to him. Being a shop-girl oughtn’t to have 
made me forget that I owed it to him to be even daintier and 
neater than before. ...” 

Pierre broke in on her: 

“Please don’t go on — ^it’s all so beastly, . . .” 

She thought that he was drained of pity, but he was thinking: 
‘Each one of the sentiments she is expressing deserves the death- 
sentence. Mankind needs a new scheme of justice. We must build 
a W'orld in which such calculations will be inconceivable. . . .’ 

As they reached the top of the slope the horse once more broke 
into a trot. Pierre saw a Uttle way oflf a shadowy figure standing 
by the lane leading to the stables. Good Lord! he had quite for- 
gotten Denis! 

“He’s standing there by the roadside, waiting for us. How on 
earth are we going to tell him?” 

Rose’s miserable semblance of a laugh shocked him. 

“Don’t worry,” she said: “He’ll be rather pleased than dis- 
tressed when he hears what has happened. . . . Perhaps he won’t 



X30 


THE UNKNOWN SEA 


even be very much surprised, . . . Vm pretty clear-sighted about 
some things,” she added in a low voice. 

“No, Rose, dear — you mustn’t say that. . . 

Had he, tlien, realized too? She told the coachman to draw up 
on the main road so as not to wake the household. Denis ran up 
to the carriage: 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Quite a lot’s wrong,” said Pierrot, helping Rose out. “We’ll 
explain in a moment. . . 

Denis recognized him and, without offering his hand, said 
irritably: 

“Oh, so it’s you, is it? Did you bring her back? Were you two 
alone?” 

At that moment young Costadot saw and touched, as mater- 
ially as though he had actually weighed it in his hand, tlie hard 
pebble against which his friendship for Denis, the feeling of 
tenderness which Denis inspired in him, had always struck and 
broken. That, too, must be tom out, burned, destroyed! for, like 
all the rest, it belonged to a world which it was his task to set 
tumbling about their ears. 

They walked up the lane, the three of them abreast, Rose in the 
middle. 

Denis repeated the question he had just asked. 

“Why did you bring her back? Has Robert? . . .” 

No sooner had the hated name passed his lips than he broke off. 
Even if he had not guessed everything after that first, brief glance 
at the scarcely recognizable face which his sister raised to him in 
greeting, her kiss would have told him, the salt taste of her tear- 
worn check Without the slightest show of emotion, she said: 

“I would very much rather that Robert’s name should not be 
mentioned between us. It’s all perfectly simple. He no longer 
loves me enough to be willing to face the difficulties of our mar- 
riage or the financial liabilities with which it would saddle 

him We have broken off our engagement by mutual consent, 

that’s aU.” 
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“But only for the moment!’* growled Denis. “As soon as you 
and I are alone, I shall ask a number of questions to which I have a 
right to demand an answer.’* 

She sighed: 

“Ask them now, then, and Icf us get it over.” 

“Not while there’s a stranger here.” 

They had reached the front-door. Denis felt his arm held in a 
vice-like grip. 

“Let me go, you brute!” he shouted. 

But Pierrot only held him the tighter. 

“Listen to me,” he said. “From now on we shall be strangers. 
But here, on this spot, witli you as wimess, I wish to remind Rose 
that everything I am and everytliing I possess is hcr’s absolutely. 

. . . Wherever I may hide myself, I shall see to it that she has my 
address, tliat she knows where I can be found.” 

Rose stood in the middle of the lane, motionless, detached, as 
one dead. 

“The only thing you and yoiur family can do for her is to get 
out of her life. You have always been a curse — her curse, and 

t” 

ours! 

“But of that curse, you too, Denis, are a part. If ever she 
wearies of your protection, if ever she needs me to defend her 
against you . . .” 

Denis raised a nerveless fist, but Pierre caught and held it 
before it could strike. “Denis!” he cried, and his voice belied his 
action. He did not quail before the other’s furious eye, which 
was that of a bird of prey foiled of its pounce. Perhaps at that 
moment he was saying goodbye to a face that had been very dear 
to him, to the many vague and ill-defined emotions for which 
men have never found a name. “Good-bye,” he said, and turned 
and ran back to tlie main road where the lamps of the carriage 
were gleaming through the darkness. 

“What a brute!” said Denis, rubbing his wrist. “The question I 
wanted to ask you . . .” he went on as he climbed the front steps 
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in Rose’s wake, “was . . . Oh, yes, I know . . . how did he come 
to be in the carriage?” 

At the door of the billiard-room she turned: 

“How I can manage to stand upright, Denis, I don’t know, It 
is extraordinary to think that my heart can go on beating. All I 
ask is that you should leave me alone. Tomorrow Tve got to get 
up at my usual time, and go to work. There’s no question of my 
doing anything else. I am all you’ve got left now, and it is more 
than ever necessary that I should face the music. What I shall feel 
like tomorrow I haven’t the faintest idea. All I know is that I have 
got to catch the early tram. . . 

She could say no more, but walked across the room and out 
into the hall which was lit by a few candles. Denis followed, re- 
peating over and over again: 

“And what about me? You’re reckoning without me. Rose.” 

“You?” 

She shrugged her shoulders and grasped the handrail of the 
staircase, ... As though relations can help us in the miseries of 
love! No aid of that kind can ever be forthcoming whether from 
a father, a brodier or a son. We are shut within a circle of damna- 
tion which they cannot cross. Rose’s affection for Denis was very 
great, but she would never get from him a single cooling drop of 
water. He realized in that instant of her going that this break with 
Robert, so far from forging a stronger bond between his sister 
and himself, had actually widened the gap, that separated them. 
The agony of mind of which Robert was the cause had set the 
girl in a no-man’s land into which he could never penetrate. The 
heart’s despair is boundless as the sea. All he could do was to Ue 
there on the shore and look on while she suffered. 

As Pierre drove home he rehearsed in solitude the scene which 
he meant to have with his brother before the night was many 
hours older. . . . No, he wouldn’t wait till morning, but would 
burst into the wretched creature’s room, wrench him awake, and 
say . . . well, what should he say? Time enough to think of that. 
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Driving at night along an open road, beneath a sky in which the 
stars are all awash in the radiance of a waning moon, the traveller 
feels as though he will never reach his journey's end. 

But already the sound of the wheels was starting echoes from 
sleeping suburban streets. The lamps, turned low, shone on rows 
of gloomy buildings packed tight with human slumber. Here and 
there an open window showed black. By every door the house- 
hold refuse stood waiting for the scavenger. 

At last there came in sight the dour frontage of the house where 
he had been bom, where, tonight, he would accomplish the plan 
that he had formed. ... He pushed open the door of Robert's 
room without knocking, and, even before he had lit the candle, 
realized that it was empty. He saw the turned-down bed, the 
carefully arranged table. How well he knew tliat mingled scent of 
tobacco and ambergris — and that other smell redolent of the 
animal, which had been familiar to his nose since childhood. 
Sooner or later the prowling beast would sneak back to its 
lair. 

Though he was dropping with sleep, he was determined to 
wait for his brother. Seated in the padded armchair into which he 
had so often snuggled, he kept himself awake by counting 
the invitation cards stuck in the frame of the mirror. Having 
done that, he tried to remember tlie diatribe he had prepared. 
But no, he decided, it would be much better to rely upon 
the inspiration of the moment. What agony it was to keep his 
eyes from closing! Now and again he heard from the street the 
soimd of footsteps that seemed about to stop at the front-door but 
passed on. A carriage drew near, gave him the impression that it 
was slowing down, and then drove by at a dispirited trot. He 
forgot why he was trying to keep awake. Some lines from Atys 
rose to the surface of his memory. A horrible thought broke in 
liis mind: why should not Cybele transform Atys into a pine, not 
to revenge herself upon him for his faithlessness, but so that she 
might possess him through eternity and be possessed, so that they 
might grow together as eartli and tree for ever? ... He fell into a 
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dream that drew him far from Atys and from Robert, from 
Cybele and from Rose. 

A footstep paused uncertainly outside die door. He ought to 
have recognized it, but heard nothing. Robert, standing in the 
doorway, saw his young brother, his right cheek pressed against 
die wing of the chair, and was momentarily tempted to take to 
his heels. But what good would that do? Whatever happened 
he had got, sooner or later, to face the boy’s anger. From 
whom could he have heard the news? On the point of waking 
the sleeper, Robert paused. He had suddenly caught sight of 
his own face in the mirror of the wardrobe. It bore no tell-tale 
traces of the evening’s traffic. He did not look more washed-out 
than usual. What do people mean when diey talk of an “un- 
sullied brow*’? Certainly, the phrase was applicable to his own as 
it confronted him with its crown of auburn hair touched here and 
there with gold by the dawn-light filtering through the Venetian 
blinds. On the chimney-stack a pigeon cooed. All the sparrows of 
the Square Pcy-Bcrland awoke in concert. Pierre, his mouth half 
open, was breathing peacefully. Was Rose still sleeping at this 
hour? Had she had sufficient strength of mind to take off her 
clothes and lie down? Perhaps it was via Denis that Pierre had had 
news of her . . . perhaps something terrible. . . . 

“Pierrot!” he suddenly cried aloud, “Pierrot, what has 
happened?” 

The boy opened his eyes, fixed them absent-mindedly on his 
brother, smiled affectionately, and then, in a flash, remembered. 

“You swine!” he shouted. 

Robert seemed not to have heard him, but went on asking 
questions. Had he had news of Rose? 

Pierre by this time was on his feet. 

“I saw her: I went back with her to Leognan. Oh, don’t worry 
yourself, she was quite alive and well when 1 left her, almost 
calm. I just wanted to let you know, before I leave for good, how 
contemptible 1 find you, how utterly I repudiate any connexion 
with you. . . .” 
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“Those arc big words, old man.” 

Quite without intention, moved unconsciously by an instinct of 
self-preservation, Robert had let his voice fall into that warm and 
melancholy tone which people found irresistible. In the presence 
of his big brother Pierre felt his strength of mind slipping away 
. . . “I’ll get my major to punch your head!” — the words came 
back to him from those far-off days when he was only five and 
the older boys were bullying him: “I’ll get my major to punch 
your head!” He hadn’t meant Gaston, the eldest, but this man 
whose beseeching eyes he could not bear to watch. There was 
not much change in him since their boyhood. Even at five years 
old, Pierre had adored him as someone incredibly strong, tall and 
handsome, and now there was still in Robert’s face, in Robert’s 
voice, sometliing of the same weak charm, something of the old 
childishness. 

“Why did you do it?’’ asked Pierre miserably. 

The guilty man spread his arms slightly in a vague and helpless 
gesture. In response to the other’s single query — “Money?’’ he 
shrugged. 

“No, Pierrot. . . . You’ve to understand.’’ 

But how was he to make this eighteen-year old judge realize 
the misery of a man of twenty-three, how make him see the 
weakness of character that lay behind such an air of adequacy and 
apparent strength? Robert had thought it all out during those 
mght-hours from which he was just emerging. His mind was 
never clearer than when he was in places, and with people, of a 
certain type. Low company released him from his inhibitions. 
Dogged forever by his weakness, he felt genuinely free only 
when he was with the kind of woman who pays no heed to, 
cares not a straw for, the character of her casual customen. 
Through the long, dark hours, therefore, he had been thinking 
over what he had done. Could he have expressed his true mind 
he would have said: “Certainly it was money that finally weighed 
down the scales, money, and the horror of having all her family 
hanging like a millstone round my neck . . . but fundamentally it 
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wasn’t so much that as a craving for the gutter which goes in 
constant fear of being repressed and controlled by the presence 
in my life of someone really pure, like Rose. While I was in 
love with her, while I wanted her as a woman, it was possible 
for me to hold at bay that part of me which turned from her 
in terror. But once work and poverty had transformed her into 
a shabby little shop-girl who no longer roused my senses, I 
could not remain deaf to the iimer voice which nothing had ever 
wholly silenced. . . . ‘Once make this romantic creature your 
daily intimate,* it said, ‘and it’s good-bye to our delirious 
transports ... or, if at times we do still indulge, it will have to be 
furtively and with a shame-faced feeling. We shall never be free 
of that atmosphere of goodness with which, because of her, you 
will be surrounded. You will live your life condemned to sacri- 
fice, to poverty and to selflessness. ... You know that I cannot be 
fobbed off with dribs and drabs. I cost a lot to satisfy, and you 
realize quite clearly that you haven’t got enough money to meet 
with ease my exigent demands, and that you have never been 
sufficiently alone to catch my slightest whisper and, leaving all 
to follow me. . . .’ ” 

“What are you thinking, Robert? What have you got to say 
to me?” 

The other started and, for a moment, faced his questioner 
squarely. But no, such droughts could not be put into words. It 
was impossible for him to speak his mind. 

“My conduct has been unpardonable,” he stammered. “I’m 
not going to try to excuse myself. I can only beg your forgive- 
ness. And now, what have you got to say about it?” 

“Just this — that whether I pass my exam or fail, I am going 
away. That is not altogether news to you, I imagine?” 

Robert hung his head. It had been bound to come to this: 
“And no bad thing, either,” murmured that inner voice, “to get 
this other embarrassing witness out of the way, this over- 
sensitive, this insistent commentator and incorruptible judge* 
For this younger brother of yours has always made even me feel 
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a bit awkward. More, perhaps, than Rose, he would have sen- 
tenced you to a life of moral grandeur, or, at least to its outward 
trappings. Now that she is out of your life for good, it is much 
better that he should go with her, and no longer be there to see 
our fall, our flight, our escape into the subterranean tunnel. All’s 
for the best. He would have been perfectly capable of begging 
you to go back to the girl. And you’re so weak! He might well 
have hoped to win you over. But, as it is, he has tried nothing of 
the sort. It’s almost as though he had a presentiment that deep in 
yourself there lies a determination to refuse; almost as though he 
had smelt out my presence. Shed.a few tears if you like: I don’t 
mind. After all, you are losing this beloved brother of yours for 
ever. But rejoice, too, at the thought that there’ll never be anyone 
again, not as long as you live, to look with accusing eyes at your 
— at our — delights.” 

He had been leaning on die back of another chair. He took his 
hands from his face. Only then did he see that Pierrot had left the 
room. The thin light of dawn dribbled through die blinds, and 
lit up every comer of the hideous room and the dead heart. 


XIV 

W HY, of course I’ll take your bag, Mademoiselle 
Landin,” said the concierge, “I’m stronger than you 
are, and more used to that sort of thing.” 

“You mustn’t talk while you’re going upstairs, Madame 
Joseph, especially with a load like that. I’ve always done every- 
thing for myself, and I’m not ashamed to admit it, though it’s 
true that all the time I was staying with my brother he wouldn’t 
so much as hear of me lifting a finger. Would you believe it — ^he’s 
got a butler and a cook — although there’s no one there but him- 
self. You’ve no idea the position he’s made for himself in four 
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months. Hc^s in charge of Monsieur Edgar Salem's claims de- 
partment — though it’s all too complicated for poor women 
like you and me to understand. Monsieur Salem owns a number 
of very respectable newspapers. Monsieur Landin says that their 
policy is to lash the manners of the age — and tliey need some 
lashing, believe me! These papers all profess different opinions, 
because Monsieur Salem docs not wish to be accused of taking 
sides. He’s afraid of nobody and attacks all the most powerful 
men of the day, even if they have got the law on tlieir side — 
which is only natural seeing that they made it, didn’t they? — so 
you’d hardly expect it to be otherwise. That’s where Louis comes 
in with his genius for legal procedure. Monsieur Salem’s a very 
different sort of man from Oscar Revolou. He knows the mean- 
ing of gratitude. He’s never sick of saying, ‘Really, Landin, I 
don’t know what I should do without you’. . . 

“He’s sly, that brother of yours,’’ broke in Madame Joseph. 
“I don’t mind betting that by this time he’s got a proper hold on 
his old man. . . .” 

Felicia gave a start. 

“That shows how little you know him! Sly? poor dear Louis 
sly? Why, anyone, anyone at all, could twist him round his little 
finger. You’ve no idea how easily he’s taken in. I’m terrified that 
he’ll end up in the workliouse. Do you know what he does with 
all the money he can’t spend? You’d expect him to invest it, 
wouldn’t you, to take advantage of all the inside information 
that comes his way? Not a bit of it! He’s started a sort of charit- 
able institution, a hostel for young foreigners in Paris, men of 
under twenty-five, because, you see, he had to make an age- 
limit of some sort. Most of them, as you can well imagine, have 
got no money. Nobody realizes how truly Monsieur Landin 
loves the common people. . . 

“But why foreigners, Mademoiselle Landin? As though we 
didn’t have a hard enough time of it! Why shouldn’t he give 
French people a bit of a helping hand?’’ 

“I must say, I rather agree witli you, and I did speak to Louis 
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about it once* But he’s got his own ideas on that subject. He 
thinks that young Frenchmen are slovenly and immoral and ill- 
mamicred. Not, mind you, that he doesn’t take an interest in 
them too, but then who doesnt he take an interest in? You should 
hear his concierge talk! ‘He’s not one of your stuck-up ones,’ she 
said to me, ‘He just loves to listen to all my little troubles: always 
asking about my eldest, who’s doing his military service, and 
about his little brotlier who’s going to niake his first Com- 
munion. It doesn’t matter how many cares and troubles of his 
own he’s got, he’s always ready to listen to mine — sits up all night 
listening, so that it’s a pleasure to talk to him, he’s so interested. 
And he gives such good advice, too. Preaches to my husband — 
who’s a bit too fond of the bottle. Your brother’s more an angel 
than a man. Mademoiselle Landin,* she said, ‘you can see it in 
his eyes.* Louis has changed a good deal in appearance, you 
know. He has shaved off his beard and really looks quite hand- 
some. . , . ‘When I first got to know him,* the concierge told me, 
‘it was just when my youngest was being carried off with the 
meningitis . , . and he’d come in quite often and sit with me by 
tlie cradle. Never took his eyes off me, or off the poor little mite. 
Not that everyone wasn’t very kind, but with them it was just 
come and go and a word of sympathy maybe, but he was there 
all the time and saw what we were going through’ ” 

Mademoiselle Landin had taken off her hat. She leaned out of 
the window above tlie street filled with the noises of a July 
morning. A storm had burst during the night, and a few belated 
puddles were drying on tlie pavement. 

“What 1 can’t understand,’’ said Madame Joseph, witli her 
hand on the latch, “is how a kind and charitable gentleman like 
him can bring himself to do the work he’s chosen — always 
having to be so hard on people. . . 

Mademoiselle was about to reply, but changed her mind. 
Madame Joseph’s bright arid birdlike eye had given her timely 
warning. She was always being caught out like this! If only she 
wasn’t so weak, wasn’t forever angling for the admiration of her 
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inferiors ! She ought to know how to keep her distance* It wasn’t, 
thank Heavens, diat her brother had anything to hide, but he had 
told her not to talk about what she had seen in Paris, and now 
here she was, barely out of the train, almost before she’d taken off 
her liat, already breaking her word. She ought to have a greater 
sense of responsibility. 

“Going so soon, Madame Joseph?” 

She brought her back into the room, hoping that by indulging 
in a few more confidences she might undo the mischief of which 
she had been guilty by putting ideas into the head of one of the 
lower classes. Not that the woman wasn’t always very pleasant 
spoken, but she might, all the same, be spiteful and dangerous* 

“I could talk all day and all night about my brother, Madame 
Joseph. When he was poor he was always thinking of other 
people, so much so that he let himself be positively skinned by the 
Revolous. You can imagine, can’t you, what it means for a man 
like tliat to have all the money he wants?” 

“All the money he wants!” (here Madame Joseph clasped her 
hands). “How happy he must be! It’s hard to believe that things 
Uke that can really happen!” 

“He’s too sensitive to be happy. There’s scarcely a thing that 
doesn’t cause him pain. He can’t bear evil in any form. It’s as 
though he were being flayed alive! The truth is he’s too high- 
souled to bear with equanimity the ugliness of life. There’s 
always something to make him suffer. ‘You’ve got everything 
you can possibly want, Louis,’ I said to him, ‘so why are you so 
sad?’ And do you know what he answered? ‘One is always alone.’ 
And that’s true enough for the chosen few of this world.” 

“Well, I don’t think it does anyone any good to be too per- 
fect,” said Madame Joseph. “What Monsieur Landin needs Js to 
go on the bust-like, say once a month. It’s as good as taking a 
dose of medicine!” 

“You mustn’t mind my saying, Madame Joseph, that there arc 
certain refinements which you do not understand.” 

“I suppose this brother of yours is a proper saint. . . .” 
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Mademoiselle Landin protested that he was far from being any 
such thing, that he had a number of little weaknesses (she thought 
she caught a gleam in the birdlike eye), but the concierge who 
had now given up all idea of going away, said she could not 
imagine what the weaknesses of a man like that could possibly 
be. 

**Tell me one of them,” she urged, “just one, Mademoiselle 
Landin. You see, now — you can’t!” 

“Don’t hurry me. Perhaps if I think very hard. . . . Well, it 
does sometimes happen (oh, very, very rarely) that he persuades 
himself he’s doing something from a sense of duty when really 

he’s only acting out of spite For instance, you probably know 

whom I mean by Regina Lorati? — she was a dancer at the Grand 
Theatre, the woman for whose sake Oscar Revolou ruined him- 
self . . . after die crash she went off to Paris with that young 
Costadot. . . . Well, you’ve no idea the dance Louis has led her! 
Every one of Monsieur Salem’s papers has been at her heels. She 
had to leave the Opera Comique, and then the Olympia. . . . ‘No, 
Louis,’ I said to him, ‘don’t tell me that you’re doing all this from 
a sense of justice. Your old master being dead doesn’t make an 
atom of difference. You still belong to him body and soul, and 
it’s he who is driving you on to commit this act of vengeance!’ 
But he wouldn’t listen to me, and of course, in a way, he u/as 
actuated by good feelings, if loyalty to the memory of the man 
who exploited him can be called a good feeling. . . . Tm telling 
you all this just to show you that Monsieur Landin has his faults 
like anyone else. . . . But that does not alter the fact that he’s a 
very remarkable man! . . .” 

“I don’t doubt it, not for a moment. He wouldn’t make all 
that money if he wasn’t a remarkable man!” 

With these words Madame Joseph took her leave, after receiv- 
ing in her right hand which she managed at once both to proffer 
and withdraw, a franc piece. 

Forgetting all about unpacking, Felicia Landin wandered 
about the flat in a state of considerable agitation, trying hard to 
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remember what she had said. It wasn*t her fault if she had never, 
in the whole course of her life, had anybody to talk to, so that she 
just “poured herself out*’ to the first person who showed a readi- 
ness to listen. Nothing had been furtlier from her mind than to 
harm Louis. In fact, everything she had said had redounded to his 
greater glory. If the truth must be told, the picture she had drawn 
of him was to no small extent touched up. She hoped to goodness 
that there was nothing reprehensible in her brother’s Paris life. 
But that, for die moment, was not what was bothering her. All 
diat mattered was that she should not unwittingly have revealed 
something of his possible delinquencies in the course of the con- 
fidences with which (how foolishly!) she had honoured her con- 
cierge, who was certainly unwordiy of the compliment Uius 
paid her, and might, for all Felicia knew, be a dangerous woman. 
. . . How like Louis she felt herself to be I Far too lacking in self- 
respect, far too apt to get on over-familiar terms with the lower 
classes. Not that she loved diem as he did. In fact, nothing would 
have pleased her better than that her brother should have given 
her an opportunity to get to know really nice people. But he had 
never made any effort to raise himself socially. . . , 

Why had he paid so little attention to her during her stay in 
Paris? So marked had his lack of interest been that, after the first 
week, she had thought it better to clear out, lock, stock and 
barrel, and go to an hotel. She had worried herself sick over the 
whole business, and there wasn’t a soul she could talk to. There 
were things she had stumbled on by accident, odiers at which she 
had guessed, and diey made her terribly anxious. Somehow or 
other she had got to get this business ofiTier chest. She had done 
parish work too long not to know most of what was to be known 
about charitable enterprises, and, frankly, she was deeply con- 
cerned about her brother’s missionary activities. He was so ter- 
ribly imprudent! What she had not told Madame Joseph was 
that Louis had packed her off to the hotel after a scene in the 
course of which she had not minced her words. “You think that 
everyone else is the same as you, and that if you’re only kind 
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enough to the poor, they’ll be like lambs and eat out of your 
hand! Well, one of these days you’ll discover your mistake! 
You’ll be robbed and murdered in your bed— just you mark my 
words!” 

It was after she’d said that that he had put his fingers in his ears 
and rushed out of the room. She had heard him shouting to 
Adolphe, the butler, “See that she packs her bags and gets out of 
here!” That was how he had treated her in front of a servant. But 
not for the world would she have breathed a word about it to 
anyone — not even to Madame Joseph. 


XV 

“■¥^LOUGHED!” exclaimed Denis to his sister who was try- 
ing to make her way through the crowd of candidates 
surging round the notice-board. 

“Are you sure? — I can’t believe it! . . .” 

He dragged her away. She had great difficulty in keeping up 
with him. 

“Denis, dear, what do you say to us going home in a can? 
I’ll pay.” 

He protested irritably tliat tliat was the last thing in the world 
he wanted, and she made no attempt to over-persuade him. They 
stood at the comer of the Rue de Cursol, waiting for the tram. 
Thunderclouds hid die sun, but the city was sweltering. A strong 
smell came from the near-by hospital. It was as though the whole 
of die Sainte-Eulalie district had been drenched in phenol. Rose 
struggled to die surface of her unliappiness and, like a good 
swimmer, struck out in an effort to get close to her brother. ‘It's 
the first time for three weeks that she has taken die slightest 
notice of me,’ thought Denis. She struggled desperately to find 
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something to say, and was foolish enough to ask whether Pierrot 
had got through. 

“Yes, I think so,” he answered. 

He was amazed at the effect this set-back had had upon him, at 
the extent of his humiliation. He wondered what the masters at 
his college would think when they learned about this, and those 
at the Lycee where he had read for the second part of his bacca- 
lauTiSat. Not that, actually, it mattered much, because in any case 
his education would have had to be cut short. Leognan was to 
be sold in the autumn, and he would have to look about for 
a job. . . . 

“It must have been that science paper . . .” Rose hazarded tlie 
suggestion, and he made no attempt to contradict it. But it 
wasn’t the science paper that had been the trouble, but tliat 
wretched philosophy question . . . which he had treated too un- 
conventionally. . . . They changed trams on the Boulevard. 
Already Denis had ceased to occupy the foreground of Rose’s 
attention. Her eyes were fixed on something beyond him,' on that 
moment of time which would forever be in her mind’s centre. 
‘She’s already forgotten that I am miserable.* . . . Being ploughed 
in an examination matters neither here nor tliere, but when one 
is seventeen, tlie feeling that for the first time one has suffered 
defeat matters a great deal. It sows the seed of self-doubt. 
Suddenly, with a sense of terror, one realizes that perhaps one 
isn’t cleverer than, perhaps not even as clever as, one’s neighbour. 
It comes to one as a shock that one is not of those who are masters 
of their destiny. 

If only Rose had taken his hand, had turned on him that long, 
brooding gaze which he had so loved in the old days. If only she 
had made his sadness her own. If only they could have mingled 
their tears . . . then this evening would have held more joy than 
bitterness. ... Was Rose to be for ever confined within the 
prison, the narrow cell, of her misery? Could a poor fish like 
Robert, a man who in any real sense hardly existed at all, so cut 
her off from hfe? 
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His mother seemed to be more deeply concerned at his failure 
than he had expected. It was of a piece with all her other anxieties 
of the moment. . . . Leognan would have to be sold before the 
winter, because they could not afford to have the roof seen to. . . . 
If only Denis had got through his examination it would have been 
easier to find him a job. If he failed again in October, hadn’t he 
better give up all idea of going on with his education? Like the 
tributaries of a mighty river, every disaster that had fallen on 
Lucienne Revolou, beginning with Rose’s broken engagement, 
flowed together into the one terrible current of anxieties that had 
its origin in Leognan. So long as it remained their home, she did 
not realize their ruin as something actual. But the thought of 
having to settle down in some horrible little flat in Bordeaux, 
indistinguishable from two thousand others, stood in her mind 
for destitution complete and irreparable. She was worried, too, 
about her health. Certain symptoms had recently sounded a 
warning note, though she had mentioned them to nobody. 
When she had gone, what would happen to Julien? He had had a 
relapse, and was now entirely confined to his room. His mother 
worked herself to the bone for him without getting so much as a 
“thank you." The silence which he had maintained in the first 
stage of his illness was a thing of the past. He spent most of his 
time now inveighing against Rose in a ceaseless monologue. It 
was she who was responsible for what had happened to them. 
What an unheard of piece of luck it had been, after everything 
had crashed about their ears, that she should have been sought in 
marriage by a Costadot! And then she must needs let him slip 
between her fingers! So much for intellectual ambitions! — their 
only effect was to bore a fellow so hopelessly that he just took to 
his heels! . . . That sort of chance didn’t come more than once . . . 
so unimaginable, so unlooked-for a solution of all their diffi- 
culties! . . . ‘And we’re left to pay the bill!’ 

Didn’t she want any fruit? Rose asked. 

“I don’t know what Julien is going to say about this news of 
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yours, Denis, I had better go up and prepare him for it,” said 
Madame Revolou, folding her napkin. 

Denis got up too. He could not swallow another mouthful. 
Rose followed, and walked for a while beside him. 

“The worst of it is that your holidays will be cut short.” 

He made no reply, hoping for a greater show of tenderness, for 
some sign that she had thrown in her lot witli him and was pre- 
pared to enter the wretched and quite unimportant little world of 
unhappiness that closes round a young man who has been 
“ploughed.” She thought that he was sulking, as he had been 
doing ever since her engagement had been broken oflf. 

“You*ll get through all right in October.” 

“What’s the point now, even if I do? The most I can hope for 
is to spend the rest of my life scribbling away in some basement 
office. . . 

She knew tliat she ought to have dravm closer to him, that 
what he needed was a sense of “inner” consolation . . . but her 
mind was otherwise occupied. She longed to be alone in her 
room so that she might read the letter which had come the 
previous evening. . . . 

Suddenly she said: 

“Perhaps you’d rather be left to yourself?” 

“No, Rose, no: please don’t go.” 

But he had spoken in too low a voice, and the girl had already 
moved away. She hastened to her room, hungry for the comfort 
and the joy which her letter would bring. She had refrained so 
far from even glancing at it, fearful lest she exhaust its possibilities 
of healing. Not that she expected to find in it the slightest excuse 
for hoping that he might return to her, but it might, at least, take 
the sting from those horrible words with which he had left her. 

“All I thought of was something to say that would part us for 
ever. I had to get out of your life. . . .” 

The whole letter was nothing but a prolonged commentary on 
this passage. At first, Rose had found it difficult to grasp, but by 
dint of dwelling on it she managed to associate the words with 
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certain recollections which, for all her blindness, she could not 
fail to understand. So obsessed had she been, in the days, of her 
happiness, with her picture of him as the perfect lover, that she 
had scarcely ever seen him as he was. Yet, in spite of herself, 
some inkling of the truth had come; certain aspects of him as a 
being of flesh and blood were deeply etched into her conscious- 
ness. The man from who Robert claimed that he had wanted to 
free her was no otlier than die frightening stranger, unrecog- 
nizable and unknown, whom she had pushed away that evening 
in the lime-grove. But she knew now diat he was the real Robert, 
and she loved him. 

In those first terrible days, whenever her mother set herself to 
repeat the rumours about “young Costadot” which she had got 
from Julien, Rose had left die table hurriedly so as not to hear 
more. But she knew well enough that the man of whom her 
mother said such terrible things did, in very fact, exist. This 
stranger was the Robert whom she loved. When one is in love 
one cannot pick and choose. One must needs take a man as he is 
— all of him, she thought. He is as God has made him, and one 
must square one’s shoulders to carry die weight of his weak- 
nesses. She believed with all her heart in those deep and secret 
bonds that hold more surely than the tie of blood. 

“If,” wrote Robert, “you are strong and brave enough, I beg 
of you not to reject me utterly. I should like to think that I was 
stiU part of your life, but widiout the horrible feeling that you 
were bound hand and foot to my miserable self.” 

So there was, even now, something she could do for him. 
Reading and re-reading his letter, she succeeded, as day followed 
day, in persuading herself ever more convincingly that she had 
never really been pious, that the formalities of her mother’s rcH- 
gion — which was the only one she knew — meant nothing to her . 
Nevertheless, she had begun again the practice of saying her “ 
prayers. She had developed a new teclinique of praying, which 
was to think of Robert in Somebody else’s presence, to call in as 
wimess to her thoughts an invisible Being. 
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She would gladly have remained indefinitely on her knees, her 
fSu:c buried in the coverlet of her bed. This man, merely by aband- 
oning her, had pointed the way, if not to a life of devotion, at 
least to the familiar presence of a Person who had now taken on 
for her a genuine existence, and who actually minded what hap- 
pened to her, to Rose Revolou whom Robert Costadot had be- 
trayed. But the mingled ecstasies and tears that camf to her as she 
knelt there in her room, were shot through by feelings of 
anxiety for Denis. She ought never, tliis evening of all evenings, 
to have left her young brother to himself. His was a terribly sensi- 
tive nature, and the wound to his pride had gone deep. Pierre 
Costadot was fond of saying that Denis had a vocation for suffer- 
ing. To make of prayer a pretext for neglecting her brother, she 
thought, was to be guilty of treachery to God. . . . Filled with 
remorse, she hurried downstairs and ran into the garden. 

‘She chooses this, of all evenings, when I have failed in my 
exam., to leave me alone!’ said Denis to himself, not once but 
many times. ‘There is no one in the whole world lonelier tlian I 
am.’ The memory of Rose filled him with a sense of infinite 
bitterness. She had abandoned him. It was inexcusable. Never 
could she expiate such a crime, nor had she ever carried in- 
difference to such lengths. He spoke aloud those two lines of 
Corneille for which he would gladly give all Pierre’s adored 
Racine: 

Je Tenvisage entier mais je n’en frdmis point 

Notre malheur est grand, il est au plus haut point. 

stressing the rhytlim, making a pause at the caesura, merging into 
a single powerful tide of bitterness the humiliating sense of his 
defeat, Rose’s abandonment of him, and the certain knowledge 
that he was hencefordi to be condemned to k life of dreary, 
grinding toil. He drank of his own unhappiness of as some heady 
wine. In a species of morbid exaltation he walked through the 
darkness towards the stable entrance. ‘ 

The glowing end of a cigarette moved and went out. He heard 
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Ir^e Cavailhes’s laugh, and caught a brief glimpse of her face in 
the green glow of a Chinese lantern. The butcher’s son jumped on 
to his bicycle and rode off. 

“Caught in the act, Irene!” said Denis. 

“What a fright you gave me! How d’you mean, caught in the 
act? It was only the Parage boy come for orders . . . what’s wrong 
in that?” 

“I thought the butcher wasn’t bothering about us these 
days. . . 

“Not about you, he isn’t, but us.” 

Denis uttered a short laugh. Irine felt her cheeks flame. “I’m 
sorry,” she said in sudden confusion. 

He rephed that there was nothing to be sorry about. 

“Oh, yes, there is,” she said, “I know perfectly well that what I 
said hurt your feelings,” and embarked straightway on a flood of 
apologies. 

He assured her that she was mistaken. It wasn’t that he was 
worried about. He had failed in his written examination, and it 
had come as a horrible surprise. 

“Failed? a clever boy like you? — Somebody must have had a 
down on you . . . perhaps because of your mother . . . people are 
so spiteful!” And then, as he started to protest: “Why, you know 
more than the lot of them put together!” 

He felt ashamed that he should have to fall back for comfort on 
the ignorant admiration of a little idiot like this. He went close to 
her. 

“I’m feeling miserable — console me a little.” 

“No,” she said in a low voice. “I’m a good girl.” 

“Oh, come now. If I was young Parage ...” 

She protested. She had never done anything like that with the 
Parage boy, nor with anyone else. Besides, he was only a kid. . . ; 
She’d never thought of him as anytliing but a child. She drew 
the back of her finger down his cheek, 

“It’s as smooth as a peach! You don’t even have to shave!” 

He replied heatedly that he shaved at least twice a week. 
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A beam of light fell on the privet hedge as Maria Cavailhes 
opened the kitchen door. 

“Where arc you, Irene?” she cried from the threshold. 

“Here I am, rnodier, with Monsieur Denis.” 

“Come in, I’m going to lock up.” 

“Let her be,” ^id Cavailhes, who was sitting on a bench 
in the porch. “I want a bit of air. Wait till I’ve finished my 

pipf-” 

“I don’t like them being alone together in the dark.” 

“He’s her foster-brother. ” 

“Foster-brother my foot !” she muttered. 

“You do as I say, and let her be.” 

What had got into him? she wondered. He sucked noisily at 
his pipe which had gone out. In the light of the match she could 
see the peak of his cap, his big nose, his enormous moustache 
worn a la Kaiser, and his hairy forearm. In spite of the heat he 
was wearing a knitted waistcoat, the lower buttons of which 
were unfastened. Though he was not fat, he had the beginnings 
of a paunch. He had never asked his wife’s opinion about any- 
thing, and cared little for what she might tliink. She had always 
been his chattel, and still was—except in bed. He had made no 
bones about taking his pleasure wnth every woman who had 
worked on the estate. Irene was tlie only member of the family 
who had any influence over him. They were always confiding in 
one anodicr, and would stop talking when Maria came into the 
room. . . . 

“No,” Irine was saying, “not in the lime-grove. Monsieur 
Denis. Why are you so keen to go there especially? It’ll be 
stifling: the heat of the day hangs about so under the trees. Be- 
sides, we can’t sec each other there. This bench is much better for 
a chat. Let’s sit down here.” 

He didn’t, he said, want a chat, but to be consoled. 

“Why do you let it get you down? That’s just silly.” 

There was a short silence. 

“What a big girl you’re getting,” he whispered. 
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*‘How d’yqu mean big?*’ She sounded annoyed. 

“It’s a compliment, I like big girls.” 

She drew back. 

“As though it mattered, failing in an exam!” she was still 
harping on that. “What good is an exam, anyway?” 

Not much good, he admitted, since he wouldn’t be able to go 
on with his studies, but would have to look for work once 
L^ognan was sold. 

“Why shouldn’t you stay here and help my father?” 

She must know, he said, that his family wouldn’t hear of such 
a thing. 

“I can’t see why tliey’re so suspicious of him. If he took out a 
mortgage on the estate and worked the land, it wouldn’t make 
the slightest difference to them. They could all go on living there 
just as they’ve always done. Your share of the profits would cover 
the interest. Doesn’t your mother realize that we’re devoted, 
heart and soul, to the family?” 

“It’s not my mother. I don’t expect she’d mind. . . . But what 
about Julien and Rose?” 

“Mademoiselle Rose is ever so proud,” said Irfene, “But she 
has to go out to work all the same, like everybody else.” 

Denis removed his arm from Irene’s waist. 

“So you think she’s like everybody else, do you? Don’t make 
me laugh! I know she’s working for her living, but that doesn’t 
make any difference. She could beg in the street, but it would 
still be obvious that she belonged to a different species, a different 

ttf 

s.race! 

“You’re proud, too.” 

He sighed. 

“Oh, God, proud of what?” 

He leaned his head on the “big girl’s” shoulder, and she made 
no attempt to repulse him. She felt flattered and faintly moved. 
She stroked his hair and his forehead with a respectful hand. 
Little did she know what heavy load of bitterness and despair lay, 
at that moment, against her body. To himself he said: ’And this 
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is the best I can find to bring me comfort for humiliation and 
defeat. . . 

But why, since he lacked the instinct of the fighter, and more 
resembled those insects who find security in a mimic death , . . 
why not snuggle into this easy retreat and come to terms with 
the Cavailhes? He had always hated the idea of any such arrange- 
ment, because Rose had hated it. But that was because he had 
been a little fool. Why should he bother about what Rose 
minded? . . . ‘Why deceive myself? I hate her.* 

He did not realize that he had been speaking aloud. 

“What was that you said?** asked Irene. He pressed close to 
her, shut his eyes, but said no more. He loved the dense darkness 
of these airless, starless nights. What was that distant rumble? 
Perhaps a storm, perhaps the noise of practice gun-fire from 
Saint-Medard . . . not as late as this, it must be a storm. But 
nothing would come of it. All that the earth could hope for was a 
little dew at dawn. There would be no comfort for roots or 
leaves or grass. And for him there would not even be dew. The 
path on which his feet were set led nowhere. No hope of love 
awaited him, no living creature with a word of welcome for the 
wanderer. 

Suddenly he heard his sister’s voice. She was Calling his 
name. 

“Hush! don’t move,” he whispered to Irene. 

“Where arc you, Denis?” 

“She’ll pass quite close to us,” said Irene in a low voice. 
“You’d better tell her we’re here. It would be awful if she found 

*9 

us. . . . 

“No! keep quiet!” 

He guessed at, rather than saw, the shadowy figure moving 
uncertainly towards them. When she was quite close, he laughed 
softly. Rose uttered a cry. 

“How you frightened me! Where are you?” 

“Here, on the bench, with Irene.” 

The daughter of the Cavailhes had got up to say “good 
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evening; Mademoiselle.” Rosens reply was far from cordial 
She spoke to Denis as though no one else were there. 

‘‘You know that mamma likes to bolt the front-door at ten. 
You’d better come in.” 

“She can jolly well leave the door open to-night: Til lock up.” 

She asked him at what time he meant to come in. 

When he felt like it, he said. * 

“There’s no reason for you to be out of doors. You ought to 
go to bed after the trying day you’ve had.” 

“I don’t want to go to bed; I want to be amused. Ir^ne,” he 
said on the spur of the moment, “run along and ask your mother 
for some brandy-plums. , . . We’ll have a little feast, if your 
parents are still up.” 

“Well, you must make your peace with mamma,” said Rose in 
a thin little voice. “Don’t be surprised if you find the door 
locked.” 

“If I do, I’ll sleep at the Cavailhes’, as I used to do when we first 
came back here. D’you remember that first night, Ir^ne? I was 
put to bed in your room, though I didn’t know it was you in the 
other bed. . . . Something terrible had happened that night, but I 
shall always associate it with strange and happy thoughts — 
because of you, Irene. . . 

For all the sign that she gave of her presence. Rose might have 
been no longer there, but through die rustling of the leaves and 
the subdued sound of many insects, he caught the light, almost 
inaudible, whisper of her uneasy breathing. 

“I’ll see diat the door is left open,” she said at last. 

She vanished into the darkness. Her mind was far from easy, 
and she was conscious of a vague feeling of irritation not unmixed 
with jealousy. She blamed herself for having left Denis alone 
while he was still smarting under the sense of his failure, but what 
chiefly worried her was what was known in the family as “The 
Cavailhes’ Plan.” Better destitution complete and irremediable 
than a life dependent on them^ than a continual feeling of being 
imder an obligation. Let them buy the house and settle down 
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there if they had saved enough to pay the price. But all inter- 
course between the two families must cease. ‘God knows what 
ideas theyVe putting into his head!’ 

Profoundly upset by these reflections, she knocked at Julien’s 
door and called her mother’s name in a low voice. Madame 
Revolou appeared wearing a dressing-gown, her grey hair 
twisted into a heavy knot. ‘How fat she looks in that wrap,’ 
thought Rose, ‘she’s getting really huge!’ The bloodless face 
should have moved her to feelings of compassion and uneasy 
wondering. . . . But when a girl has sufferings of her own to 
contend with, she is not likely to spare much attention for her 
mother, though long before death comes he marks us with a sign 
as clearly visible as die brand on a sheep’s back. 

“I’m worried. Denis is with the Cavailhes. Heaven knows 
what diey are trying to do with him!” 

“Not so loud! , , . Why bodier about it? I’m the one who will 
have to take decisions.” 

“I know. But he’s thinking of helping Cavaillies on the estate. 
You know how utterly dependent we all are on that man.” 

Madame Revolou replied diat, after all, he was a thoroughly 
decent sort . . . and it was no use blinking facts. Julien was a per- 
manent invalid, and she herself was beginning to feel her age. 

“I shan’t be here always. The Cavailhes have a great affection 
for die family: diey are devoted to us.” 

“So they say ...” 

“You’re quite wrong. When I’ve gone, they will still regard 
Julien as the head of the family. So far as they are concerned, 
there will always be a Revolou.” 

The sound of a sleeper’s confused muttering came from the 
room. 

“Go away now, Julien’s getting restless. If he wakes up, I shall 
have to read to him until it’s light.” 

Instead of going to her room, Rose went down again into the 
garden. The Cavailhes’ door showed as a rectangle of light behind 
the privet hedge. The father, the daughter and Denis were seated 
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round a table set with glasses and uncorked bottles. Cavailhes was 
saying something, but in tones so low tiiat Rose could not hear. 
They touched glasses. Denis made a short speech broken by the 
laughter of his audience. He kissed Maria, and then Ir^ne, who 
gurgled and put up a show of struggling. 

When, at last, he left them, Maria accompanied him to the 
door and held tlic lamp high. He called back tliat he knew the 
way, and said good-night for the last time. The door was shut 
and bolted. He could not see the path in the darkness. A few 
heavy drops fell on his hair. He threw back his head so as to 
catch them on his face. The thin white wine had not made him 
drunk, but he no longer felt miserable. He heard the sound of 
rain upon the leaves. In a moment or two it would break through 
and reach him. Someone was moving on the path. 

“Who’s there?” he called. 

“Me, Rose.” 

“So, you’ve taken to spying on me?” 

They were so close that each could feel the warmth of the 
other’s breath, though the darkness made both invisible. Such a 
tliought had never occurred to her, she said. It was only that she 
was worried about what the Cavaillies might be plotting. Even 
allowing that they did not mean any harm, she did not want to 
be in their debt. Denis replied without the least show of excite- 
ment: 

“People in our position can’t stand on their dignity.” 

They had got to sec reason, he said. If the Cavailhes raised a 
mortgage on die property, it meant that the most urgent of the 
repairs could be put in hand. Cavailhes would invest every penny 
of capital he had in the place, and would get everything possible 
out of the land: cattle, market-gardening. . . . 

“He says that if it wasn’t for him we should be ruined, but that 
if we stand in with him, we shall be amazed to find how much 
die estate will bring in. ... He says that even when we have paid 
him the interest on his money, we shall still have enough left to 
live well and keep up appearances. . . . That keeping up appear- 
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ances is a sort of mania with him. You’ve no idea what the family 
means to the Cavailhes.” 

^‘And what does Irene say to all these fine schemes?” 

He was struck by the aggressive note in Rose’s voice. The 
knowledge that she was both worried and hurt filled him widi a 
mingled sense of anger and dehght. He asked what Irene had to 
do with it. Rose said she couldn’t believe there was nothing going 
on in the girl’s head. 

“And suppose there is something? ... I don’t have to account 
for my actions to anyone. If I take help where I can find it, I don’t 
see what right you have to start meddling. . . 

She was on the point of saying the one thing that might have 
brought her brother weeping into her arms. . . . “Am I not your 
help and your refuge?” but she did not say it. The fear of ex- 
pressing our feelings is far more effective than any vice in the 
conduct of our lives. All that stood between them at that moment 
was a superficial anger and irritation. The pressure of a hand, a 
single word of tenderness and forgiveness, could have made all 
right. But Rose was held a prisoner in her silence. Denis believed 
that it denoted hostility, whereas really it was no more than a 
silly shyness, a childish dislike of taking the first step. Those few 
moments were enough to set a great gulf between them. 

Nevertheless, Rose was realizing, as never before, that she 
must not take lightly the troubles of this poor, spikey child, that 
what had happened to him was indeed serious, that not only was 
his life involved, but all of his destiny that lay behind and beyond 
the visible accidents of mortality. What for the last week she had 
been feeling about Robert, she felt now about her brother. “Am 
I my brother’s keeper?” The eternal question struck straight 
through all the accumulation of doubt and darkness wliich have 
gathered about it since man’s first act of murder, and now found 
a target in the heart of a young girl standing at night in the sub- 
urban countryside somewhere near Bordeaux. 

She tried to find the word that would open the door behind 
which Denis stood soHtary in his suffering. But even while she 
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hesitated, he began again to build his defensive wall of mockery 
and veiled threats. He could arrange his life without advice from 
anyone. He was not going to sacrifice his future on the altar of a 
ridiculous family pride. 

She followed him, not daring to reply. In the hall, where their 
two candles were burning, she did, too late, what a while back he 
had hoped she might do — made as though to take him in her 
arms and kiss him. But he stiffened and, with a quick little 
motion of the head, avoided her lips. 

Although she had already said her prayers, Rose knelt down 
again. It did not occur to her to repeat a second time the usual 
formulae of her devotions. Instead, there rose from her defence- 
less heart a supplication which seemed to have its origin else- 
where than in her consciousness. She was speakhig now, at last, to 
that Love of the shrouded countenance as tliough its name were 
not God, but, quite simply Love. She had crossed the last ditch, 
the last trench, die last strand of barbed wire. The agonies of 
slighted love had made her own particular cross. Her anxieties 
for her family were with her still, but she heard them only as one 
hears the confused murmur of daily cares. She was no longer 
at their centre but had moved beyond. “I know now that I am 
not walking aimlessly through trackless woods: that though 
my feet are wounded by die roots and briars, they are set on a 
path diat stretches sure and clear before me. I follow it, but I am 
utterly alone. How diat can be 1 do not understand, because at 
every moment You make it clear to me that I must tread that 
padi with those whose fate You have given into my hands. I do 
not understand how it is that I have failed with those entrusted to 
my care by You. I must believe, I do believe, with all my heart, 
that all this only seems^ and that some day I shall hear Denis 
running after me as he used to run when he was small, and shall 
hear his voice calling my name: that some day, at a turning in my 
padi, I sliall sec someone sitting in the ditch, and shall recognize 
in him the man to whom You gave me, but who had no use for 
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the gift. Instructed by You, and in spite of those who have no 
confidence in sinners, he will have taken a short cut, and there he 
will be, waiting for me. Perhaps he will have been there for years, 
and we shall mingle our sorrow and our kisses. Quite possibly 
that moment will come to me at the very gates of death. . . 

The tears trickled down her cheeks, nor did she know whether 
her heart was on fire for the human creatures who were dearer to 
her than life itself, or for Him to whom she was speaking, that 
Being whose name might quite well not be the name of God. 

But it was true that He had, too, anotlier, a human, name. Why 
had she not thought of that? She had so often found herself using 
it by force of habit, but it had meant nothing to her mind or 
heart. It had been overlaid by empty formulae and dead cere- 
monies, had been nothing but a mumbled sound witli no message 
for her but boredom. And now, suddenly, it was a living reality, 
lighting her darkness with a tender glow. He was there. 

The hiss of rain took to the countryside this new freshness, this 
sudden easing of constriction, of which she was conscious in her- 
self. Her whole being shared in a sensation that was a strange 
mixture of suffering and delight. She ought to have gone to 
sleep, but sleep, she felt, would steal from her hours that might 
never come again, and prevent her from hearing the word that 
might never again be spoken. She felt for some object to touch, 
something on which her hand could close. A plaster crucifix hung 
on die wall. She had never really looked at it. It awoke no feeling 
in her. The fancy took her to rummage in the drawer of her 
wardrobe among a litter of boxes which had once held the 
presents given her at the rime of her first Communion. Her hand 
ht on the case which held a rosary of lapis which she had never 
used — a “litde jewel of a thing which would make a perfeedy 
sweet bracelet. . . She looked now at the little heap of blue and 
golden beads lying in the hollow of her hand. She held them 
right, once more a Htdc girl of flesh and blood who needed a 
tangible sign of that mystery which now, at last, was to be re- 
vealed to her eyes. 



XVI 

I iHE great thing, Madame, is that no time should be lost,** 

I said the young surgeon, looking at the lady in black. 
A Her face seemed to “ring a bell** though he could attach 
no name to it. True to the method which he had learned from j;iis 
master, he kept his verdict sufficiently vague to decide her in 
favour of an operation, while, at the same time, taking care to let 
it be seen that he did not consider her case as in any way hopeless. 
Lucienne Revolou never took her eyes from his face. She was 
trying to decide just how much she should believe, how much 
reject, of what this very young practitioner who was such a bad 
hand at lying, had said. Her body told her that sentence had been 
passed and pitted against the reasoning of her mind a peculiar 
anguish, a feeling of weariness that was quite different from her 
normal lassitude. 

She coughed into her gloved hand and asked a question, 

“We are in radier straitened circumstances at the moment, and 
I should like to know what it is all going to cost.** 

The doctor assured her that he always took his patients* 
financial position into account. She broke in on his words: 

“Yes, yes . . , but what about the nursing-home? Their fees are 
very high. . . . The X-ray had already involved me in a lot of 
expense, ... I do not want my children . . .** 

“For those who are genuinely unable to pay there are a 
number of very comfortable rooms available at tlie hospital . . .** 
said the young man, reddening. “They open out of the general 
ward, but you would be quite private. . . .** 

“No,** she interrupted him incisively. “The hospital is out of 
the question, I am Madame Oscar Revolou,** she added, as 
though to put an end to any further discussion. 

The surgeon bowed and murmured: “An honour indeed, 
Madame. . . .** 
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*‘As I said before, doctor, I must know the whole truth. The 
question for me resolves itself into this: is the game worth die 
candle. What are my chances of recovery?” 

She noticed his hesitation, and got up. She would not incur this 
expense. If she had got to die she did not wish to saddle her child- 
ren with a heavy bill. The young surgeon realised that he had 
been lacking in diplomacy. He knew that her case was a very 
serious one, but could not believe that she would reject even a one 
in a thousand chance simply in order to save money. 

As she buttoned her glove, she thought: T have made my 
decision. I will not be carved up.* That was die form she gave to 
her thought, and not — ‘I am certain to die, I am going to die.* Her 
imagination stopped on the hither side of the valley of shadows, 
and rested satisfied with the double certainty that she would 
avoid bodi die terrors and the expense of a useless operation. 
‘Even when they quote you a price, you can never be sure what 
you may not be let in for.* 

First of all she must put her affairs in order. She went to the 
Jesuit Chapel in the Rue Margaux where any casual visitor could 
enter one or other of the numerous confessionals. Always the 
same old priest, dic-same smell of snuff, the same way of saying 
”my daughter,** and sometimes an unexpected question which 
touched a hidden sore with its fine point, and made one tremble. 

The priest who listened to her that day assured her that no one 
was obliged in conscience to undergo an operation the outcome 
of which was doubtful. All that God demanded was a childlike 
confidence and a complete acceptance of the Divine Will. He 
asked whether diere was anything in her life that had caused 
her particular disquiet, anything that she would like to confess 
afresh. She thought. . . . She had not, she said, been always careful 
to see that her servants fulfilled their religious duties. Had she 
never been lacking injustice towards her fellow men? The full 
significance of the question escaped her, and she answered. “No, 
father.** 
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Xdi 

She felt faintly humiliated that there was nothing at all in her 
life calling for reconsideration. It resembled a blank page across 
which an unknown master had scribbled, rather irritably, 
“Nothing.” She made her penitence, chose in her missal the 
prayers and invocations which carried the largest number of in- 
dulgences, and went out. When she was in the street, breathless 
and fatigued as a result of the malignant thing she carried about 
with her (she could feel its weight in exactly the same spot as that 
in which she had felt the weight of her children, so that it was as 
though she were pregnant with her own death), she decided that 
she would run to the expense of a cab. That luxury, at least, she 
would give herself. 

She hired a Victoria from a livery-stable in the Rue des Tibis- 
Conils, the very same one in which her daughter's despair had 
been carried home. As she drove through the outer suburbs, 
where the signs of Autumn were already plain, her thoughts re- 
turned once again to that page of her life at which she had glanced 
in the intimacy of the confessional in the Chapel of the Rue 
Margaux. Nothing to report . . . and yet, and yet . . . there had 
been three children, relations, servants, household cares, the con- 
stant need to live up to her social position — in fact, the record of a 
whole life. Then, what about the anguish of these latter years? 
L^onie Costadot’s visit, Oscar’s suicide, Julien’s illness, Rose’s 
broken engagement, Denis’ failure, and now? . . . 

The cab trundled through the sweltering countryside where 
the first mists of die season were rising from the fields. Vats were 
being opened for airing before the grape harvest. Tubs, stained 
with the must of former years, stood piled at kitchen doors. 
Women were stripping the leaves from the vine plants, calling to 
one another the while from row to row. Lucienne Revolou, 
feeling the onset of her pain, sought a more comfortable position. 
For how much longer would she be able to look after herself? 
Whom ought she to tell? She must make things as easy as possible 
for the children. . . . What caused her most anxiety was wonder- 
ing how Julien would get on, but she had an idea about that. 
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And Denis? little Denis, who had always made her feel so ner- 
vous? What a darling he had been up to fourteen! She thought of 
things he had said, and of how she had always so proudly re- 
peated them. Now he was almost a man. Rose was sure that 
there was something between him and the Cavailhes girl — 
something more serious than a mere flirtation, as “serious” as it 
well could be, according to Rose. But Lucienne did not feel 
strong enoiigh to let her mind grapple with the problem. In 
giving herself entirely, as she had done, to Julien, in confining all 
her efforts within the four walls of his room, she had probably 
been obeying, all unconsciously, the instinct which leads the 
mortally wounded animal to narrow the field of its activities, to 
make itself as small as possible. And even that was now becoming 
too much for her. Death does not leave us in peace merely be- 
cause we accept his coming. Simple non-resistance to pain is of no 
avail in the blind world of the flesh, in that universe of cells and 
globules which obey the law of their being and take no account 
of ours, since, in truth, tliey are not us at all. 

Irene and Denis, riding bicycles, passed die carriage in the 
nai row lane leading to the stables. They dismounted at the gate 
and stood waiting. 

“Please ask your father to come up and see me after diimer,” 
said Madame Revolou to Irene, “I shall be in the master’s study.” 

The carriage drove on and the two young people exchanged 
glances. They walked, side by side, pushing their bicycles. It 
was rapidly getting dark. Thrushes in coveys were homing for 
the night, and migrant birds which Denis recognized by their 
song, though he called them by names quite different from the 
ones they bore in books of natural history. “That’s a he 
would say, “that’s a* tit.*' 

“It’ll be too cold tonight to stay out of doors,” murmured 
Irfene. 

He broke into verse: 

We cannot sit down, the damp benches are cold; 

The damp benches are cold, and the leaves turned to gold. 
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“What are you talking about?” 

The beginning of term and the dormitory wheezing: 

The poor devils out in the city streets freezing. 

“Wliat a silly you are!” she said, but she admired the way in 
which he came out with whatever happened to be in his mind — 
anything, no matter how idiotic, the sort of things that ordinary 
folk wouldn’t understand. Denis was hugging himself at the 
thought of his sister’s face when she saw their mother closeted 
with Cavailhes after dinner. 

“I diink it’s all settled,” he said, keeping his voice low. 

Irene asked where they should meet. 

“In my room Come in by the scullery entrance and up the 

back stairs. No, don’t. . . . Come in openly by die billiard-room 
window.” 

“Your sister will see me. She’s always spying.” 

There was a note of spite in the girl’s voice. 

“So much the better . . . she’s got to get used to it,” said Denis, 
and was seized with sudden disgust at the sound of Irene’s shriek 
of laughter. She did not understand that by speaking thus of 
Rose, he was tearing at his own heart-strings. 

Madame Revolou started to tidy Julien’s room, seemingly 
deaf to the angry complaints that came from the alcove, to the 
effect that it was intolerable for a sick man to be left alone all day 
in a room without a bell! He’d had a perfectly frightful time! 
One of these days she’d find him at his last gasp, as she had found 
his father. ... 

He noticed that she had sat down to take off her hat. 

“What’s the matter with you?” he asked. Then, as she made no 
answer: 

“I-believe you’re frightening me on purpose!” 

She got up witliout a wprd, went to wash her hands, told 
Julien, as she came back through his room, that his meal would 
be sent up to him, and proceeded to the dining-room where 
Rose and Denis were standing behind tlieir chairs, waiting for 
her. It was a family custom that she should always be the first to 
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take her seat» and the rule was never broken. Denis swallowed his 
soup with the greediness of a famished dog. His body had filled 
out, and there was a healtliy colour in his checks. Only by dint of 
a liberal application of grease cotdd he keep his hair parted. When 
the little maid brought in the cheese she told Madame that 
Cavailhes was waiting in the study. Lucienne drank a glass of 
water and got up, pressing heavily witli her hands on the table. 

^ “Go on with your fruit and don’t wait for me. I’ve finished.” 

The only sound to be heard was the clatter made by Denis with 
his spoon against the plate. Rose asked him whether he knew 
what Cavailhes wanted. 

“It was mamma who told him to come up to the house,” he 
replied in a rather furtive manner. 

Rose got up, made her way to tlie door of her father’s study 
from behind which she could hear the muffled sound of Cavailhes’ 
voice, threw a cape round her shoulders, and plunged into the 
dampness of the night air. She had not sold a single book that 
day, only stationery. Old Chardon had deducted twenty francs 
from her month’s money because she had forgotten that one 
particular line of envelopes had gone up in price. Her legs ached, 
but she could not stay still. Try as she might she could not help 
despising die girl Irene, and shrinking in horror from the animal 
look in Denis’s face. She walked aimlessly, bowed down by her 
burden, cut adrift from the shore where, on a night of tears 
and ecstasies, she had once hoped to land. Again, as of old, 
prayer had become for her merely a matter of words, phrases, 
formulas. God? — three letters signifying she knew not what. 
Robert? — a young man whom once she had attracted, only to be 
rejected widi disgust. People were just people, and no more. 
Words conveyed nothing but their literal meaning. Rose Revo- 
lou, a shop-assistant at Chardon’s, would go on vegetating in a 
comer of this old house put to rights with Cavailhes’ money. 
Sooner or later the Cavailhes family would invade it. 

The path led her back to the house. She saw Denis come out 
through the lit window of the billiard-room. He stood for a 
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moment in the illuminated frame» and gave a signal. Ir^e 
CavaiUies followed him in. The light moved, vanished. 

She felt the onset of mean and spiteful thoughts. She drove 
away the pictures that rose before her mind’s eye, turned, went 
back along the little path that led to the lime-grove, sat down on 
the bench, rested her arms on its back, and buried her face in 
them. Her tears began to flow. The thick and withered branches 
heard the sound of sobs and strangled breathing. But her brain 
remained alert and lucid. ‘It’s all very well,* she told herself, ‘for 
you to despise them. Don’t you see that you’re just like them, 
that you belong to the same species, that you’re no whit 
better?’ 

She got up and hurried back to the house. As she drew near the 
front steps, her mother appeared, carrying a lamp, showing the 
bailiflf out. 

“Mind the step, Cavailhes.” 

“I hope you’ll follow my advice, ma’am, and go and see the 
wise woman over at Gazinet. She’ll put you to rights, mark my 
words, and it’ll only cost five francs. Not that I believe in witch- 
craft, but I do believe in herbs.” 

“I’ll think about it, Cavailhes. Then, it’s agreed, isn’t it, that 
your wife shall come in and look after Monsieur Julien, starting 
from tomorrow?” 

She could rest easy on that score. The young gentleman would 
be thoroughly spoiled. 

Rose heard her mother call after him: 

“I did give you the estimate for die roof, didn’t I?” 

The girl remained standing in the shadow of the house until 
Cavailhes had gone. Then she hurried into the billiard-room, 
convinced that her mother had gone upstairs. But she was wrong. 
The old lady was sitting quite still, with the lamp on a table be- 
side her. 

“I do hope you’ve done nothing definite without asking me,” 
said Rose. “After all, I’ve got a voice in all this, and it really 
would be too bad of you. . . 



l66 


THE UNKNOWN SEA 


“You can be quite sure, dear, that nothing will be settled with- 
out your consent/' 

It was a long time since her mother had addressed her as 
“dear." 

“True, Tve got Cavailhes to agree that Maria shall look after 
Julien from now on. ... I get very tired these days, though I may 
not show it. . . 

“That's how they’ll get a hold over us," said the girl, intent on 
her own train of thought. “They’ll* make themselves indispen- 
sable, and so gradually get what they're after. . . ." 

“You’re unfair on them. What they’re ‘after,* as you put it, is 
perfectly natural and sensible. Cavailhes is the best bailiff for 
miles round. He knows about market-gardening, and he's bound 
to succeed. He has even gone so far as to promise tliat he won't 
expect us to pay interest on his money until the place begins to 
show a profit. He says it is absolutely essential that you should be 
here all the time. He wants you to have complete control. Once 
the legal formalities are through, you are to leave Chardoii's. . . ." 

“Why didn’t you confess at once that everything has been 
settled? What was the point of all this silly pretence?" Rose was 
furious. “If that’s how tilings are to be, it’s one reason the more 
why I should stay on at Chardon’s. I want to be independent. If 
needs be, I’ll live in Bordeaux alone. . . .” 

“Oh, please, Rose, be a little kind to me." 

The girl gave her mother a long look. Never before had she 
said a thing like that, or spoken precisely in tliat tone. 

“One has got to take the Cavailhes as they are, darling. It's 
quite likely that they may make us all unhappy — especially you. 
But at least you will be able to rely on them. You are young and 
impulsive. It is natural that you should be. But it is also natural 
that I should look at things differently. In my condition. . . ." 

Rose was conscious of a shock. She studied the shadowy figure 
sitting there within the narrow circle of lamplight, talking. Her 
mind was often, in the future, to go back to this September 
evening, to the picture of her mother as she had seen her then, the 
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veins standing out, and the swollen hands lying flat on the little 
table at her side. §he had not thrown herself into her arms, had 
not drawn down on to her shoulder the old head that was full of 
those anxieties about money which the approach of death, so far 
from dissipating, merely strengthens and exacerbates. She had not 
done any of these things, but had asked in anger: 

“D’you know whom Denis had up in his room all the time 
you were letting Cavailhes get the better of you? D’you know 
whom we should jfind up in his room now, if we went and 
looked?” 

“Spare me! spare me!” She raised her two hands as though to 
ward off a blow. “Don’t tell me! I don’t want to know!” 

The old lady had assumed that childish, plaintive tone which 
Rose so hated because it confirmed her suspicion that “poor 
mamma is not her old self.” She leaned down for what she meant 
to be a perfunctory kiss. But her mother flung both arms round 
her neck, and clung to her as she had never done before. 


XVII 

P OOR Lucienne, it seemed, was very, very tired. When- 
ever Leonie Costadot said of any of her friends that they 
were very, very tired, it meant that one had better think 
about getting one’s mourning ready. She was obsessed by the need 
to have a talk with poor Lucienne before it should be too late. 
More than once, in tlie course of the winter, she had put out 
feelers to this end, but it was not until early in April that she felt 
certain that her friend would see her. Her vast Delaunay-Belle- 
ville did the journey in less than an hour. The sound of the car 
roused Lucienne from her state of drugged stupor. Rose went to 
the window. 
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“Here she is. Til show her up and then leave you together. . • . I 
can’t bear . . 

“But not for more than ten minutes!” begged the sick woman. 

Leonie gave a quick peck at the cheeks that were the colour of 
rye-bread. “You’re looking much better,” she said. 

Lucienne, in a low voice, expressed a fear that she might linger 
for a long while yet. 

“You must believe that you’ll get well, dear. You must make up 
your mind that you will get well. While there’s life. . . , But 
should it be God’s will to take you to Himself, I can’t bear the 
thought of your going without first forgiving me.” 

Lucienne’s voice was very weak. 

“You did your duty: you did what you had to do.” 

“I’m so glad you see it like that. One’s first thoughts must be 
for one’s children. After all, one is responsible for their financial 
future. If I had it to do all over again, I should act in precisely the 
same way, but I have always lacked unction — ^as Mother dc 
Langalerie used to say when we were at the Convent — do you 
remember?” 

Without looking at her, the sick woman said: 

“What you did to me doesn’t matter. But my poor Rose. . . . 
She had never harmed you!” Suddenly the voice became loud 
and challenging. “It was your son who came, after we were 
ruined, to seek her out, and it was he who cast her away.” 

She raised her head from the pillow. Her face looked ghastly. 
Death had already set two dark hollows above the toothless 
mouth. 

“Go away, Leonie!” 

But no more now than on the evening of the Fredy-Duponts’ 
ball would Leonie take her departure without first getting what 
she had come for. 

“You must forgive me,” she urged with harsh obstinacy. “A 
great unhappiness has come on us. I am not referring to Gaston, 
who is fast ruining himself with that Lorati woman and will end 
by marrying her, nor yet to Robert. . . . Those things don’t 
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matter • . . but have you heard what mad thing my youngest has 
done? . . . yes, Pierrot. . . 

‘'He wrote to Rose diat he had enlisted in the Chasseurs 
d’Afrique, . . 

“But why should he do a tiling like that? And he left without 
even giving me a kiss. ... I was wicked enough to have him de- 
clared of age, and tliis is how he has used his freedom! But can 
you tell me why?*’ she cried, without a thought for the sick 
woman who could not bear loud voices. “A young anarchist, 
incapable of submitting to any authority. . . . Does Rose know 
why he did it?” 

“No. Pierrot merely sent her his new address. That was all.” 

Rose came in. 

“I am afraid you must go now, Madame. She gets tired very 
easily.” 

Lconie leaned over tlic bed and embraced her friend. In a low 
voice she said: 

“But you do forgive me, you do, don’t you? Say you do!” 

For the sake of peace and quiet Lucienne nodded her head, lay 
back and closed her eyes. “If only she would go!” she thought, 
“If only she would go!” 

“Dear Rose doesn’t come into Bordeaux these davs, does 
she?” 

The sick woman answered in something like her old clear tones: 

“No, she is working here. She looks after the accounts. The 
estate’s become a large concern — a very large concern. • . . We’ve 
managed to raise capital.” 

iconic turned back to the bed. There was a hungry look in her 
eyes as she put the next question. 

“They say in Bordeaux that Denis is up every day with the 
lark, and goes to market. Is that true?” 

“Only twice a week. . . . Cavailhes concentrates on the cows 
and the vegetables ... he leaves the fruit to Denis. We’re too near 
town to make the vines pay. . . . Yes, it’s a very large concern,” 
she kept harping on that, “My cliildren will be very comfortably 
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off. Fifty hectares lying at the junction of four main roads, only a 
few miles out of Bordeaux, and in full yield . . . that's not to be 
sneezed at! ... I can't tell you what we owe to the Cavailhes. . . . 
In the hands of a ne’er-do-weel the place would have gone to 
rack and ruin." 

Leonie had already reached the door when this parting shot 
struck her. 

"Well, I’ve given her something to think about,” the sick 
woman reflected widi profound satisfaction. 

She closed her eyes. 

The cockchafers were bumbling round the pink and white 
chestnuts. It would be a good wine year, said Leonie Costadot. 
Would Rose promise to write to her whenever she got a letter 
from Pierrot? His first leave would fall due about the time of the 
grape-harvest. She hoisted herself with difficulty into the 
Delaunay. For a moment the exhaust drowned the scent of the 
lilac. 

It was on the day following this visit that she had her first stroke. 
As things turned out her own death preceded by a month that of 
her friend Lucienne whom she had found looking "so tired.” 
Robert was the only one of her sons who was with her in her last 
moments. Up to the very end she spoke to him only of Gaston 
and of Pierrot. 


XVIII 

*X'VE got to think this thing out,' said Pierre Costadot to 
I himself, as he always did when he had been dining alone and 
A drinking too much. On these occasions, though his brain 
had become sharpened to a fine point of lucidity, he was inclined 
to go careering off down every proffered side-track of thought, 
instead of keeping to the main-road. The idea of enlisting in the 
Chasseurs d’ Afrique had not yet occurred to him. He was already 
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well on the road to that mad enterprise, though he did not realize 
it. He had been settled in Paris now for two months, and every 
time he came into this restaurant in tlie Rue Royale, where the 
orchestra was always playing the most recent tunes from Vienna, 
he felt that his presence there was something far worse than a 
sign that his determination had grown weak. It stood, in fact, for 
a clear confession of defeat. His conscience told him clearly 
enough what he ought to have done. He ought to have learned a 
manual trade and become an apprentice. It was not open to him 
to regard such a step as utopian and impracticable. An American 
friend of his had turned his back on an excessively rich family, 
and was now working in a factory. TVe no right,’ thought 
Pierrot, ‘even if I were rationally justified in doing so, to fall back 
on such arguments as — a man’s first duty is to make the best use 
of his natural gifts: or, the best way of helping the working class 
is to remain true to oneself It is not permissible for me to invoke 
arguments like that, however sound tliey may be, because it is 
not they that are determining my actions, but my ingrained 
habits of mind, my love of comfort (provided it doesn’t prevent 
me from using my brain), my spirit of independence. ... I just 
can’t submit to the orders and bullying of a boss or a foreman 
wliile I’ve got the material means at hand which make it possible 
for me to tell tliem to go to hell. In two years’ time I shall be re- 
signed to letting myself be bullied by a sergeant, because I shan’t 
be able to help myself . . ’. But die fact remains that I get a cheque 
every month, and don’t in the least know where the money 
comes from, whether from house-rents, bonds or industrial 
shares. ... I just cash it, and live on the proceeds. . . 

Yes, but hadn’t he a spark of genius? There was nothing ridicu- 
lous in using such a word in these silent colloquies with himself 
It h|id been enough for the young American to read Atys and to 
talk about it to his friends, for a sort of intellectual eddy to start 
forming about the poem. He had, he kept on saying to himself, 
only one real duty, one supreme obligadon, and that was to open 
up a channel in himself down which the waters of this subter- 
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ranean sea of song, this crude lava of poetry, might flow. But that 
didn’t stand in the way of his being on the side of the poor. . . . 
What an idiotic way of putting it! There was no such tiling as a 
“side of the poor.” It was merely a question of choosing between 
two ways of exploiting the poor — the right way and the left 
way. Was it really incumbent upon him to become one of the 
exploited in order to avoid becoming one of the exploiters? 
That was more than he could face. . . . There was, for those who 
had faith, one other course open — to assume die soutane, or a 
monkish habit, white or brown. . . . Was there any religious 
order diat could truly be called mendicant? Of what avail was 
the individual vow of poverty if one belonged to a rich and 
powerful corporation? . . . And what about chastity? How did he 
stand on that score? There were times when he felt himself to be a 
criminal, others when, on the contrary, he was tempted to 
minimize the importance of the itch in the blood. He could not 
keep his mind from brooding on even the most trivial things that 
happened to him in this connexion, and one whole day would 
stand out in his thoughts as darkened and fouled, because in die 
course of it he had done something which no one but himself had 
known about, and the consequences of which, in terms of human 
happiness or unhappiness, were so small as to be almost invisible. 
. • . That single lapse had broken the continuity of a long period 
in which he had been striving to become a “better man.” The 
only effect of his struggles had been to build a dam behind which 
the muddied waters had risen and gathered force until nothing, 
human or divine, could hold them back. Convinced though he 
might be that to attribute importance to such incidents was the 
merest folly, he could not help but suspect that for him dicy were 
important. The least of his set-backs struck a hollow echo from 
the deepest levels of his consciousness. He was perfectly prepared 
to admit that others might be free from this particular kind of 
self-torture, and even rejoiced that it should be so: but he judged 
himself by the law of his being, which was a hard law and unfor- 
giving. 
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It was raining as he crossed the Place de la Madeleine with its 
crowd of horse-cabs and taxis. He had no umbrella, but felt too 
restless to go back to his hotel and spend what remained of the 
evening in his room. It was humiliating to realize that he had 
utterly failed to people his life with new faces, and was incapable 
of forgetting those he had denied. He answered more affection- 
ately than ever before the beseeching letters which reached him 
from his mother and from Robert. Only with Denis did the bond 
of friendship seem to have been irremediably broken. But he still 
had news of him through Rose. 

Had he gone home this evening by way of the Rue de 
Tournon, he would have sauntered past die railings of the 
Luxembourg, stopping now and again to press his face to the 
grill and smell the damp earth. No longer did Atys and Cybetc 
roam die marshy landscape of his childhood, but suffered the fate 
of prisoners confined within this old garden of the Latin Quarter 
trodden by die passing generations of the young. 

The rain came on harder, and he turned for shelter into the first 
music hall he came to, which happened to be the Olympia. ‘Ids 
the fault of die rain,’ he told himself, but added, ‘that’s merely a 
trumped-up excuse for idling, for looking at a lot of vacant 
faces, and listening to what die women perched up on their bar- 
stools are shouting to one another. . . . Not another drop will I 
touch tonight.’ 

He paid two francs for a promenade ticket. ‘This is no place for 
you,’ he reflected. He looked at liis image in die mirrors — a strap- 
ping fellow with a red face and scarlet ears, in a crowd of anaemic 
creatures. In the thick, smoke-laden air, die audience was 
singing the words of the tune which the orchestra had just struck 
up. The “turn” marched on to the stage, a man in a tight- 
waisted evening suit with a flower in his buttonhole. He re- 
minded him of a pig. He wore a toupet wliich had the effea of 
making his lard-like face look abnormally long. His eyes were 
quite expressionless, and his pug-nose looked like the backside of 
a capon. His head and his hind-quarters were completely sym- 
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metrical. He picked up the tail of his dress«>coat as though it were 
a ddrt, went through the motions of carrying a band*box, and 
removed invisible pins from his hair. Every song he sang ended 
with a reference to ‘‘nine months later’' or to chemists’ prescrip- 
tions. Each time he left the stage the audience clamoured for 
their idol to come back, and yelled for their favourite songs. It 
occurred to Pierrot that there was not, really, so very much 
difference between the squahd obscenity of these ditties and the 
lust of his Atys and Cybele. 

He had a feeling that someone was looking at him, and turned 
his head slightly. Where had he seen those bright eyes of peri- 
winkle blue? 

“Don’t you know me. Monsieur Costadot? I suppose it’s 
because I’ve shaved my beard, and because in Paris one is better 
dressed. . . .” 

“Why, it’s Landin!” said Pierre to himself with a shock of 
recognition. . . . The sharp-featured face showing faint traces of 
powder, and shaded by a soft hat pulled well down over the eyes, 
was indeed Landin’s. He tried to see in this perfumed stranger the 
bearded clerk who had stood aside so humbly to let him pass that 
Thursday long ago on the staircase of the Revolou house. He 
was assailed witli questions. Was he just passing through Paris! 
He was going to settle down there, was he? How very interesting? 
Taking to literature, no doubt. A little bird had whispered some- 
thing to him about a certain Atys and a certain Cybele. 

“But I sec that I am being tactless,” he added, noticing an 
annoyed and muhsh look on the other’s face. “I only mention it 
because 1 happen to be in journalism now, myself. I edit a 
number of papers which, I must confess, are not primarily con- 
cerned with poetry. . • . Sdll, it’s never too late to start a new 
feature. ...” 

Pierre, suddenly interested, asked for the names of the papers 
in question. None of those mentioned by Landin meant anything 
to him, except the Pie Borgne, which he occasionally glanced 
through at the barber’s. 
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"If you 11 allow me to give you a piece of advice, you ought to 
regard newspapers in the light of so many platforms, irrespective 
of what they contain. But what about going downstairs to the 
bar, it*s impossible to hear oneself speak here, and the crowd’s a 
bit too light-fingered for my taste!” 

They went down a short flight of stairs. Among the women 
milling about at the snack-bar, Pierrot noticed a much-beplumed 
and overripe negress. 

“Mumm? Cordon Rouge?” 

Pierrot dared not confess that he had already drunk more than 
was good for him. He was touched by his companion’s evident 
interest in him. Monsieur Landin had the appearance of eagerly 
awaiting the answers to his questions. He, as it were, pounced 
on them before tliey were well out of the speaker's mouth. 
Monsieur Costadot must have found his first weeks in Paris 
rather difficult? Nothing affected Monsieur Lan4in more pain- 
fully than the tliought of how lonely the young men arriving on 
the morning train at the Quai d’Orsay from the provinces must 
be. No doubt Monsieur Costadot often thought about his friend 
Denis? No? he didn’t think about him at all now? That surprised 
him. . . . Those dear Revolou children! No one, probably, knew 
them better than he did. After all, he’d been there when they 
were born. There was a lot he could say about them if he chose! 
What did Monsieur Costadot think? He must have his own ideas 

on the subject As man to man, now, didn’t he think they had 

been saddled with the most appalling heredity? 

Pierrot noticed that Monsieur Landin was no longer firing 
questions at liim. Of his own accord, and almost without noticing 
what he was doing, he had begun to talk, making up at last for 
two montlis of crushing solitude. Monsieur Landin had a way of 
drawing one out, of multiplying one’s confidences. He played on 
sympathy as on an instrument. He wanted to know the real 
reason for this prolonged stay in Paris. Pierrot had no reason 
to feel ashamed of his motives. The breaking-off of Rose 
Revolou’s engagement, the horrible behaviour of his brother 
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Robert, were quite enough to explain his presence in the 
Capital. 

“It really is too bad!” broke in Monsieur Landin. “If only you 
had been here last month, you would have run into your elder 
brother Gaston — in the company, I need hardly add, of Made- 
moiselle Lorati. They arc now in Brussels . . . where she has an 
engagement, though I fear it will not last more than a few 
days. . . 

Pierrot protested that he would turn his back on Gaston if he 
met him. Monsieur Landin refilled his glass. He couldn’t, he 
said, but admire such resolution, though he ought to warn him 
that it would soon weaken. The air of Paris was not favourable 
to clear-cut moral judgments. If he had not found that out for 
himself already, he soon would. 

The young man’s blush delighted Landin. 

“So you have come to that conclusion, eh? Well, I must say 
I’m glad; it makes conversation so much easier, doesn’t it?” 

He looked straight into the other’s eyes. The fumes of cham- 
pagne dimmed the lineaments of the lurking monster. This was 
the moment for which Monsieur Landin always hungrily waited, 
the moment of what he called the “basic confidence.” Once 
reached, almost anything might happen, and on how it happened 
depended his own future relations with the novice. 

This particulannovicc did not need asking twice, though what 
he said did not make sense. At first. Monsieur Landin thought 
that the young fool was pulling his leg. He had repudiated both 
class and money because he did not want to enjoy advanuges 
and privileges, and did want to cut adrift from the whole present 
system. He had even tried to get himself taken on by a printer, so 
as to learn a trade, but had met with an unqualified refusal. 
There was no lack of good reasons, he said, why he should give 
up the whole idea. He might, for instance, argue that his deter- 
mination to fight against the degrading conditions of labour was 
not an adequate excuse for himself submitting to them, and that 
there were better ways in which a poet might serve his fellow 



